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PRINCESS of WALES. 


Hiebneſss Feet ;. It 1s my Hap- 
pineſs, as an Editor, to have 


this Opportunity of approach- 
ing You, by ſubmitting to Vour 


Her Rovai Hiounz3s, the 


JEN 55 8 - 4 an conſcious, that 
PLN no Compoſition of my 
on could be worthy 


to be laid at Your Ht 


Protection the beſt Dramatic 


Poet that theſe Kingdoms could 
ever boaſt of. He enjoy d, whilſt 
| living, t the F avour of the Greateſt 


Queens 


DEDICATION. 


Queen that has ſat on the Engliſh 
Throne; and therefore, I hope, is 


intitled to Your Royal Highneſs * 


Smiles over his Urn. 


Could I picture out his Charic- 
ter equal to its Merits, the World 


would ſoon diſcover a fort of Pa- 


rallel betwixt the Poet and his Pa- 
troneſs. His Excellencies were as 
great, as they were various; his 
Beauties ſtrong, and all native; the 
Frame of his Mind as facet” and 
candid, as his Countenance was 


open and engaging ; and his Sen- 
timents as chaſt, as his Concepti- 


ons were noble: He knew how to 
charm without Affectation; ; and 


had the wondrous Force of pre- 


ſerving all Hearts, that once felt 


the Influence of his Attractions. 


After what I have ſaid, MaD AN, 


* afraid the Duty of this 
Addreſs 


DEDICATION. 
Addreſs ſhould be miſconſtrued a 
Panegyrick on Your Royal Higb- 
neſs. But I have profeſsd myſelf 

unequal to the Task of drawing 

his Portraiture, and my humble 

Sphere in Life ſets me at too 

great a Diſtance to take even 

the Out-lines of Your Perfections. 

I would not therefore, where 1 
cannot preſume to do Juſtice, be 

thought to deſcend to the unbe- 
coming Art of Flattery. I muſt 
lanch out, indeed, a great way, 

to make myſelf liable to that Im- 

putation, with regard to Your 

Royal Highneſs ; but Dedications | 
are generally ſuſpected of Over- | 
ſtraining. 

| How far ſo ever, Mapa, my 

Vanity or my Ambition might miſ- 

lead me into that Trae, T1! oblige 

myſelf to govern Both by my 

Duty; 3 
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DE DI CATION. 
Duty ; and turn all Attempts of 


Praiſe and Compliment i into Vene- 


ration and pious Wiſhes. That 


You may long continue to bleſs 
the Eyes and Arms of the Paixce, 
Your 1/lufirious Conſort ; and that 
You may continue to bleſs the 
Nation with a numerous Succeſ- 
ſion of Princes, to the future Glory 
and Security of our Eſtabliſh- 
ment, is my ardent Prayer; and 
in That I will center the only 
Merit, by which I would proven 
to profeſs Myſelf, 


MAD 4 Mm 
Tour ROYAL HIGHNESS'S 
moſt Dutful and moſt Obedient 


H umble Servant, 


LIwW. TREO BALD. 
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n Attempt to write upon 8 HAK E- 
WAIT SPEARE is like going into a large, 
2 Ja ſpacious, and a ſplendid Dome 
chro' the Conveyance of a narrow 
egand obſcure Entry. A Glare of 
Light ſuddenly breaks upon you, 
beyond what the Avenue at firſt promis'd : and a 
- thouſand Beauties of Genius and Character, like 
fo many gaudy Apartments pouring at once upon 
the Eye, diffuſe and throw themſelves out to the 
Mind. The Proſpect is too wide to come within 
the Compaſs of a ſingle View: tis a gay Confuſion 
of pleaſing Objects, too various to be enjoyed but in 
a general Admiration; and they muſt be ſeparated, 
and ey'd aiſtinctiy, in order to give the proper En- 
tertainment. 
And as in great Piles of Building, ſome Parts 
are often finiſh'd up to hit the Taſte of the Con- 

volſſcur; 3 t more negligentiy put together, to 
ſtrike 


e 


ſtrike the Fancy of a common and unlearned Be- 
holder: Some Parts are made ſtupendiouſly magni- 


ficent and grand, to ſurpriſe with the vaſt Deſign 


and Execution of the Archite& ; others are con- 
tracted, to amuſe you with his Neatneſs and Ele- 
gance in little. So, in Shakeſpeare, we may find 


Traits that will ſtand the Teſt of the ſevereſt Judg- 


ment; and Strokes as careleſly hit off, to the Le- 


vel of the more ordinary Capacities: Some Deſerip- 
tions rais'd to that Pitch of Grandeur, as to aſtoniſh 


you with the Compaſs and Elevation of his Thought: 


and others copying Nature within ſo narrow, ſo 


confined a Circle, as if the Author's Talent lay 
only at drawing in Miniature. 


In how many Points of Light muſt we be ob⸗ 
lig'd to gaze at this great Poet! In how many 
Branches of Excellence to conſider, and admire 
him! Whether we. view him on the Side of Art 
or Nature, he ought equally to engage our Atten- 


tion: Whether we reſpect the Force and Great- 
neſs of his Genius, the Extent of his Knowledge 
and Reading, the Power and Addreſs with which 
he throws out and applics either Nature, or Learn- 


ing, there is ample Scope both for our Wonder and 


| Pleaſure. If his Diction, and the clothing of his 


Thoughts attract us, how much more muſt we be 


charm'd with the Richneſs, and Variety, of his 


Images and Ideas! If his Images and Ideas ſteal 
into our Souls, and ſtrike upon our Fancy, how 
much are they improv'd in Price, when we come 
: te 
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The PREFACE. 
to reflect with what Propriety and Juſtneſs they are 
apply'd to Character! If we look into his Charac- 
ters, and how they are furniſh'd and proportion'd 
to the Employment he cuts out for them, how are 
we taken up with the Maſtery of his Portraits ! 
What Draughts of Nature ! What Variety of Ori. 


ginals, and how differing each from the other! 
How are they dreſs'd from the Stores of his own 
luxurious Imagination; without being the Apes of 
Mode, or borrowing from any foreign Wardrobe! 


Each of them are the Standards of Faſhion for 
themſelves : like Gentlemen that are above the 
Direction of their Tailors, and can adorn them 


ſelves without the Aid of Imitation. If other Poets 


draw more than one Fool or Coxcomb, there is 
the ſame Reſemblance in them, as in that Pain- 


ter's Draughts, who was happy only at forming a 
Roſe : you find them all younger Brothers of the 


ſame Family, and all of them have a Pretence to 


give the ſame Creſt : But Shakeſpeare's Clowns and 
Fops come all of a different Houſe : they are no far- 


ther allied to one another than as Man to Man, 


Members of the ſame Species: but as different in 
Features and Lineaments of Character, as we are 
from one another in Face, or Complexion. But 1 
am unawares lanching into his Character. as a Wri- 
ter, before I have ſaid what I intended of him as a 
private Member of the Republic. 

Mr. Rowe has very juſtly obſerv'd, that People 


are fond of diſcovering any little perional Story 
VoL, I. 4 of 


The PRE FAC E. 

of the Great Men of Antiquity : and that the com- 
mon Accidents of their Lives naturally become the 
Subject of our critical Enquiries: That however tri- 


fling ſuch a Curioſity at the firſt View may ap- 
pear, yet, as for what relates to Men of Letters, 


the Knowledge of an Author may, perhaps, ſome- 


times conduce to the better underſtanding his Works: 
And, indeed, this Author's Works, from the bad 
Treatment he has met with from Copyiſts and Edi- 
tors, have ſo long wanted a Comment, that one 
would zealouſly embrace every Method of Informa- 


tion, that could contribute to recover them from 


the Injuries with which they have ſo long lain o'er- 
whelm'd. 

»Tis certain, that if we have firſt admir'd the 
Man in his Writings, his Caſe is ſo cireumſtanc'd, 
that we muſt naturally admire the Writings in the 


Man : That if we go back to take a View of his 


Education, and the Employment in Life which For- 

tune had cut out for him, we ſhall retain the ſtronger 
Ideas of his extenſive Genius. 

His Father, we are told, was a bl 

Dealer in Wool; but having no ſewer than ten 


Children, of whom our Shakeſpeare was the eldeſt, 
the beſt Education he could afford him was no bet- 


ter than to qualify him for his own Bulineſs and 
Employment. I cannot affirm with any Certainty 
how long his Father liv'd; but I take him to be 
the ſame Mr. John Shakeſpeare who was living in 
the Year 1599, and who then, in Honour of his 


Lon, 
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The PREFACE. 


Son, took out an Extract of his Family-Arms from 
the Heralds Office; by which it appears, that he 
had been Officer and Bailiff of Stratford upon Avon 
in Harwickftire ; and that he enjoy'd ſome heredi- 
tary Lands and Tenements, the Reward of his 
Great Grandfather's faithful and approved Service to 


55 King Henry VII. 


Be this as it will, our Shakeſpeare, it ſeems, was 
bred for ſome Time at a Free-School ; the very 


Free- School, I preſume, founded at Stratford + 
where, we are told, he acquired what Latin he 


was Maſter of : but, that his Father being oblig'd, 
thro' Narrowneſs of Circumftance, to withdraw 
him too ſoon from thence, he was thereby unhap- 


pily prevented from making any Proficiency in 
the Dead Languages: A Point, that will deſerve 


ſome little Diſcuſſion | in the Sequel of this Diſſerta- 


tion. 


How long he continued in his Father's Way of 
Buſineſs, either as an Aſſiſtant to him, or on his 


own proper Account, no Notices are left to inform 


us: nor have I been able to learn preciſely at what 


Period of Life he quitted his native Stratford, 
and began his Acquaintance with London, and the 
Stage. 
In order to ſettle in the World after a F amily- 
manner, he thought fit, Mr. Rowe acquaints us, 
to marry while he was yet very young. It is cer- 


| tain, he did ſo: for by the Monument, in Szrat- 


ferd Church, erefted to the Memory of his Daugh- 
5 ter 


The PREFACE. 


ter Suſanna, the Wife of John Hall, Gentleman, 
it appears, that ſhe died on the 2d Day of Fuly, in 


the Year 1649, aged 66, So that ſhe. was born in 
. 1583, when her Father ceff® not be full 19 Years 
old; who was himſelf born in the Year 1564. Nor 
was ſhe his eldeſt Child, for he had another Daugh- 


ter, Judith, who was born before her, and who 
was married to one Mr. Thomas Quiney. So that 
Shakeſpeare muſt have entred into Wedlock, by that 5 


time he was turn'd of ſeventeen Years. 
Whether the Force of Inclination merely, or 


ſome concurring Circumſtances of Convenience in 


the Match, prompted him to marry ſo early, is 
not eaſy to be determin'd at this Diſtance: but *tis 
_ probable, a View of Intereſt might partly ſway his 
Conduct in this Point: for he married the Daugh- 
ter of one Hathaway, a ſubſtantial Yeoman in his 
| Neighbourhood, and ſhe had the Start of him in 
Age no leſs than 8 Years. She ſurviv'd him, not- 
withſtanding, ſeven Seaſons, and dy'd that very 
Year in which the Players publiſh'd the firſt Edi- 
tion of his Works in Folio, Anno Dom. 1623, at 


the Age of 67 Years, as we likewiſe learn from her 


Monument in Strat ford-Church. 
How long he continued in this kind of Settle- 


ment, upon his own Native Spot, is not more eaſi- 


ly to be determin'd. But if the Tradition be true, 


of that Extravagance which forc'd him both to 


quit his Country and Way of Living; to wit, his 
being engag d, with a Knot of young Deer-ſteal- 


"7 


. 2 . T_T PR. 
ö 1 * - "1 n 
hes „ E 


4 L > 
PFF 
8 — 5 ts Rf -— i Ars fer," ; 


The PREFACE. : 
ers, to rob the Park of Sir Thomas Lucy of CBerles 
cot near Stratford : the Enterpriſe favours fo much 
of Youth and Levity, we may reaſonably ſuppole 
it was before he could write full Man. Belides, 


conſidering he has left us fix and thirty Plays, at 
| leaſt, avow'd to be genuine; and conſidering too, 


that he had retir'd from the Stage, to ſpend the 
Latter Part of his Days at his own Native Strat- 
ford; the Interval of Time, neceſſarily required 
for the finiſhing ſo many Dramatic Pieces, obliges 
us to ſuppoſe be threw himſelf very early upon the 
Play-houſe. And as he could, probably, contract 


no Acquaintance with the Drama, while he was 
driving on the Affair of Wool at home; ſome 


Time muſt be loſt, even after he had commenc'd 
Player, before he could attain Knowledge enough 


in the Science to o qualify himſelf for turning Au- 


thor. 
It has been e by Mr. 3 that, RET 
other Extravagancies which our Author has given 


to his Sir ohn Falſtaſte, in the Merry M ives of 


Windſer, he has made him a Deer. ſtealer; and 
that he might at the ſame time remember his War- 
wickſhire Proſecutor, under the Name of Juſtice 
Shallow, he has given him very near the ſame Coat 


of Arms, which Dugdale, in his Antiquities of 


that County, deſcribes for a Family there. There 
are two Coats, I obſerve, in Dugdale, where three 
Silver Fiſhes are borne in the Name of Lucy; and 


another Coat, to the Monument of Thomas Lucy, 


3 8 don 


The PREFACE. 
Son of Sir Willam Lucy, in which are quarter'd in 
four ſeveral Diviſions, twelve little Fiſhes, three in 


each Diviſion, probably Luces. This very Coat, 


indeed, ſeems alluded to in Shallaw's giving the 


dozen White Luces, and in Slender ſaying, he may 
quarter, When I conſider the exceeding Candour 
and. Good-nature of our Author, (which WW 


all the gentler Part of the World to love him; 
the Power of his Wit obliged the Men of the mot 


delicate Knowledge and polite Learning to admire 
him; ) and that he ſhould throw this humorous 
Piece of Satire at his Proſecutor, at leaſt twenty 


Years after the Provocation given ; I am confidently 
| perſuaded it muſt be owing to an unforgiving Ran- 


cour on the Proſecutor's Side: and if This was the 
Cale, it were Pity but the Diſgrace of ſuch an In- 
veteracy ſhould remain as a laſting Reproach, and 

Shallow ſtand as a Mark of Ridicule to  ſtigmatize : 


his Malice. 


It is ſaid, our Author ſpent ſome Years before 


his Death, in Eaſe, Retirement, and the Conver- 
ſation of his Friends, at his Native Stratford. I 


could never pick up any certain Intelligence, when 
He relinquiſh'd the Stage. I know, it has been 
miſtakenly thought by ſome, that Spenſer's Thalia, 
in his Tears of his Muſes, where ſhe laments the 
Lofs of her Willy in the Comic Scene, has been ap- 
ply'd to our Author's quitting the Stage. But 
_ Spenſer himſelf, *tis well known, quitted the Stage 
of Life in the Year 1598; and, five Years after | 


this, 
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The PREFACE. 
this, we find Shakeſpeare's Name among the Ace- 
tors in Ben Fonſon's Sejanus, which firſt made its 


Appearance in the Year 1603. Nor, ſurely, 


could he then have any Thoughts of retiring, 


ſince, that very Year, a Licence under the Privy- 


Seal was granted by K. James I. to him and 


| Fletcher, Burbage, Phillippes,' Hemings, Condel, 
&c. authorizing them to exerciſe the Art of play- 


ing Comedies, Tragedies, &c. as well at their 


uſual Houſe call'd the Globe on the other Side of 
the Water, as in any other Parts of the King- 


dom, during his Majeſty's Pleaſure: (A Copy of 


which Licence is preſerv'd in Rymer's Fœdera.) 
Again, *tis certain, that Shakeſpeare did not exhi- 


bit his Macbeih, till after the Union was brought 


about, and till after K. James I. had begun to 
touch for the Evil: for 'tis plain, he has inſerted 


Compliments, on both thoſe Accounts, upon his 


Royal Maſter in that Tragedy, Nor, indeed, 


could the Number of the Dramatic Pieces, he 


produced, admit of his retiring near ſo early as 


that Period. So that what Spenſer there ſays, if it 


relate at all to Shakeſpeare, muſt hint at ſome occa- 
ſional Receſs he made for a time upon a Diſguſt ta- 
ken: or the Willy, there mention'd, muſt relate to 
ſome other favourite Poet. I believe, we may ſafe- 
ly determine that he had not quitted in the Year 


1610. For in his Tempeſt, our Author makes 
mention, of the Bermuda Iſlands, which were un- 


known to the Engli/b, till, in 1609, Sir Jahn Sum- 


a 4 5 
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Ne. 
mers made a Voyage to North-America, and difco- 
ver'd them: and aſterwards invited ſome of his 
Country men to ſettle a Plantation there. That he 
became the private Gentleman, at leaſt three Years 
before his Deceaſe, is pretty obvious from another 
_ Circumſtance: I mean, from that remarkable and 
well-known Story, which Mr. Rozwe has given us 
of our Author's Intimacy with Mr. John Combe, an 
old Gentleman noted thereabouts for his Wealth 
and Uſury: and upon whom Shakeſpeare made the 
N facetious Epitaph. 


Ten in the hundred lies bire ingrav'd, 

is a hundred to ten his Soul is not ſav'd; 
| If any Man ast who lies in this Tomb, 
Oy eh quith the Devil, "tis * John: a- Combe; 


This ſarcaſtical Piece of Wit was, at the Clem - 
tleman's own Requeſt, thrown out extemporally 
in his Company. And this Mr. Fohn Combe I 
take to be the ſame, who, by Dugdale in his Anti- 
quities of J/arwickſhire, is ſaid to have dy'd in the 
Tear 1614, and for whom at the upper end of the 
Quire, of the Guild of the Holy Croſs at Strat- 
ford, a fair Monument is erected, having a Statue 
thereon cut in Alabaſter, and in a Gown, with 
this Epitaph. „ Here lyeth enterr'd the Body of 
Jobn Combe Eſq; who dy'd the roth of Juh, 
*© 1614, who bequeathed ſeveral Annual Charities 
3 to the Pariſh of Stratford, and 100 J. to be lent 
to fiſteen poor T radeſmen from three years to 
; ;;66 three 


AE. 

cc three years, changing the Parties every third 
&« Year, at the Rate of fifty Shillings per Annum, 
' « the Increaſe to be diſtributed to the Almes-poor 
$ there.”—— The Donation has all the Air of a 
rich and ſagacious Uſurer. 

Shakeſpeare himſelf did not ſurvive Mr. Combs 
long, for he dy'd in the Year 1616, the 53d of 
his Age. He lies buried on the North Side of the 
Chancel in the great Church at Stratford; where 
a Monument, decent enough for the Time, is erected 
to him, and plac'd againſt the Wall. He is repre- 
ſented under an Arch in a ſitting Poſture, a Cuſhion 
ſpread before him, with a Pen in his Right Hand, 
and his Left reſted on a Scrowl of Paper. The 
Latin Diſtich, which is placed under the Cuſhion, 
has been given us by Mr. "9b or his Graver, in 0 
this Manner. : 


INGENIO Delia,” Cenis Soeratem, Arte 
Maronem, 


Terra tegit, Populus mæret, Olympus 1040. 


I confeſs, I don't conceive the Difference betwixt 
Ingenis and Gents in the firſt Verſe, They ſeem ta 
me intirely ſynonymous Terms; nor was the Py- 
lian Sage Ne/tor celebrated for his Ingenuity, but for 
an Experience and Judgment owing to his long Age. 
Dugdale, in his Antiquities of Farwickſire, has co- 
pied this Diſtich with a Diſtinction which Mr, Rove 
has follow'd, and which certainly reſtores us the 

true Meaning of the Epitaph, 
| 8 / oo 


The PREFACE. 
 FUDICI1O Pylium, Genio Secratem, &c. 
In 1614, the greater part of the Town of Strat- 
ford was conſumed by Fire; but our Shakeſpeare's 


| Houſe, among ſome others, eſcap'd the Flames. 
This Houſe was firſt built by Sir Hugh Clopton, a 


younger Brother of an ancient Family in that 
Neighbourhood, who took their Name from the 


Manor of Clapton. Sir Hugh was Sheriff of Lon- 
don in the Reign of Richard III. and Lord Mayor 
in the Reign of King Henry VII. To this Gen- 
tleman the Town of Stratferd is indebted for the 
fine Stone - bridge, conſiſting of fourteen Arches, 
which at an extraordinary Expence he built over 
the Avon, together with a Cauſe-way running at 


the Weſt-end thereof; as alſo for rebuilding the 
: Chapel adjoining to his Houſe, and the Croſs-Iſle 


in the Church there. It is remarkable of him, 
that, tho” he liv'd and dy'd a Batchelor, among 


the other extenſive Charities which he left both to 


the City of London and Town of Stratford, he be- 


queath'd conſiderable Legacies for the Marriage of 
poor Maidens of good Name and Fame both in 


London and at Stratford. Notwithſtanding which 
large Donations in his Life, and Bequeſts at his 


Death, as he had purchaſed the Manor of Clopton, 
and all the Eſtate of the Family, ſo he left the ſame 


again to his Elder Brother's Son with a very great 


Addition: (a Proof, how well Beneficence and Oe- 
conomy may walk hand in hand in wiſe Families;) 
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Good part of which Eſtate is yet in the Poſſeſſion 
of Edward Clopton, Eſq; and Sir Hugh Clopton, 
Knt. lineally deſcended from the Elder Brother of 
the firſt Sir Hugh: Who particularly bequeathed to 
his Nephew, by his Will, his Houſe, by the Name 


of his Great-Houſe in Stratford. 


The Eſtate had now been fold out of the Clep- 


ton Family for above a Century, at the Time when 
| Shakeſpeare became the Purchaſer : who, having 
repair'd and modell'd it to his own Mind, chang'd: 


the Name to New-place; which the Manſion- 
houſe, ſince erected upon the ſame Spot, at this 


day retains. The Houſe and Lands, which at- 


tended it, continued in Shakeſpeare's' Deſcendants. 


to the Time of the Refforation : when they were 
repurchaſed by the Clapton Family, and the Man- 
ſion now belongs to Sir Hugh Clopton, Knt. To 
the Favour of this worthy Gentleman I owe the 


Knowledge of one Particular, in Honour of our 


Poet's once Dwelling-houſe, of which, I preſume, 
Mr. Rows never was appris d. When the Civil 
War raged in England, and K. Charles the Fir/?'s. 
Queen was driven by the Neceſſity of Affairs to 


make a Receſs in J/arwickfhire, She kept her Court 
for three Weeks in New-place, We may reaſons 
ably ſuppoſe it then the beſt private Houſe in the 
Town; and her Majeſty preferr'd it to the College, 
which was in the Poſſeſſion of the Combe-F amily,, 


who did not. lo Rropgly fayour the King's 2 


How 
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How much our Author employ'd himſelf in 
Poetry, after his Retirement from the Stage, does 
not ſo evidently appear : Very few poſthumous 
Sketches of his Pen have been recover'd to aſcer- 
ain that Point. We have been told, indeed, in 
Print, but not till very. lately, That two large 
Cheſts full of this Great Man's . looſe Papers and 
Manuſcripts, in the Hands of an ignorant Baker of 
Warwick, (who married one of the Deſcendants 
from our Shakeſpeare) were careleſly ſcatter'd and 
thrown about, as Garret-Lumber, and Litter, to 
the particular Knowledge of the late Sir William 
Biſhop, till they were all conſumed in the general 
Fire and Deſtruction of that Town, I cannot 
help being a little apt to diſtruſt the Authority of 1 
this Tradition; becauſe his Wife ſurviv'd him ſe- 
ven Years, and as his Favourite Daughter Suſanna 
ſurviv'd her twenty fix Years, tis very improbable, . 
they ſhould ſuffer ſuch a Treaſure to be remov d. 
and tranſlated into a remoter Branch of the Fa- | 
mily, without a Scrutiny firſt made into the Va- 1 
lue of it. This, I ſay, inclines me to diſtruſt the 
Authority of the Relation: but, notwithſtanding "A 
ſuch an apparept Improbability, if we really loſt 
fuch a Treaſure, by whatever Fatality 'or Caprice 
of Fortune they came into ſuch ignorant and neg- 
lectful Hands, I agree with the Relater, the Miſ- 
fortune is wholly irreparable. 
To theſe Particulars, which regard his Perſon 
and private Lite, ſome few more are to be glean'd 
from 
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from Mr. Row E's Account of his Life and Writ- 
ings: Let us now take a ſhort View of him in his 


publick Capacity, as a Writer: and, from thence, 


the Tranſition will be eaſy to the State in which his 


Mritings have been handed down to us. 


No Age, perhaps, can produce an Author more 


various from himſelf, than Shakeſpeare has been 


univerſally acknowledg'd to be. The Diverſity in 


Stile, and other Parts of Compoſttion, fo obvious in 


him, is as variouſly to be accounted for. His Edu- 


cation, we find, was at beſt but begun: and he 


ſtarted early into a Science from the Force of Ge- 
nius, unequally aſſiſted by acquir'd Improvements. 


His Fire, Spirit, and Exuberance of Imagination = 


gave an Impetuoſity to his Pen: His Ideas flow'd 


from him in a Stream rapid, but not turbulent; 


copious, but not ever over-bearing its Shores. The 


_ Eaſe and Sweetneſs of his Temper might not a 


little contribute to his Facility in Writing: as his 
Employment, as a Player, gave him an Advantage 


and Habit of fancying himſelf the very Character 
be meant to delineate. He uſed the Helps of his 


Function in forming himſelf to create and expreſs 


that Sublime, which other Actors can only copy, 


and throw out, in Action and graceful Attitude. 


But Nullum fine Venia placuit Ingenium, ſays Se- 


zeca, The Genius, that gives us the greateſt Plea- 


| ſure, ſometimes ſtands in need of our Indulgence. 


| Whenever this happens with regard to Shakeſpeare, 


1 would willingly impute it to a Vice of his Times. 


We 
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We ſee Complaiſance enough, in our Days, paid 


to a bad Taſte. So that his Clinches, falſe Wit, 


and deſcending beneath himſelf, may have proceed- 


ed from a Deference oy to the non reigning Bar- 
bariſm. 


our Poet's grand Touches of Nature: Some, that 
do not appear ſuperficially ſuch z but in which he 


ſeems the moſt deeply inftrufted ; and to which, no 


doubt, he has ſo much ow'd that happy Preſervation 
of his Characters, for which he is juſtly celebra- 
ted. Great Genius's, like his, naturally unambi- 
tious, are ſatisfy'd to conceal their Art in theſe 


Points. *Tis the Foible of your worſer Poets to 


make a Parade and Oftentation of that little Science 


they have; and to throw it out in the moſt ambi- 
tious Colours. And whenever a Writer of this 


_ Claſs ſhall attempt to copy theſe artful Concealments 
of our Author, and ſhall either think them eaſy, or 
practiſed by a Writer for his Eaſe, he will ſoon be 
convinced of his Miſtake by the Difficulty of reach- 
my the Imitation of them. 


| Sheret idem, — multim, fruftriy laboret, 
Ailſus idem: 


Indeed, to point out, and exclaim upon, all the 
Beauties of Shafeſpeare, as they come ſingly in Re- 


view, would be as inſipid, as endleſs; as tedious, 
as unneceſſary: gut the Explanation, of thoſe Beau- 
ties, 


I have not thought i it out of my Province, when- = 
ever Occaſion offer'd, to take notice of ſome of 


1 
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ties, that are leſs obvious to common Readers, and 
whoſe Illuſtration depends on the Rules of juſt 
Criticiſm, and an exact Knowledge of human Life, 
ſhould deſervedly have a Share in a general Critic 


upon the Author. Nn, to paſs over at once to 


another Subject: « 
It has been allow'd on all RAS how far our 


Author was indebted to Nature; it is not ſo well 


agreed, how much he ow'd to Languages and ac- 
quir'd Learning. The Deciſions on this Subject 
were certainly ſet on Foot by the Hint from. Ben 


Fonſon, that he had ſmall Latin and leſs Greek : 
And from this Tradition, as it were, Mr. Rowe 
has thought fit peremptorily to declare, that, 


« Tt is without Controverſy, he had no Know- 
& Jedge of the Writings of the ancient Poets, for 


« that in his Works we find no Traces of any thing 


which looks like an Imitation of the Ancients. 
For the Delicacy of his Taſte (continues He,) 
« and the natural Bent of his own great Genius 


(equal, if not ſuperior, to ſome of the Beſt of 
„ theirs;). would certainly have led him to read 


« and ſtudy them with fo much Pleaſure, that 


1 4c“ ſome of their fine Images would naturally have 
3 <« infinuated themſelves into, and been mix'd with, 


« his own Writings : and ſo his not copying, at 
« leaſt, ſomething from them, may be an Argu- 
« ment of his never having read them.” I ſhall 


leave it to the Determination of my Learned Rea- 


ders, from the numerous Paſſages, Which J have 
occa- 
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cccaſionally quoted in my Notes, in which our 


Poet ſeems cloſely to have imitated the Claſſics, 


whether Mr. Rowe's Aſſertion be fo abſolutely to be 
| depended on. The Reſult of the Controverſy muſt 
certainly, either way, terminate to our Author's Ho- 


nour : how happily he could imitate them, if that 


Point be allow'd; or how gloriouſly he could think 
like them, without owing any thing to Imitation. 
Tho' I ſhould be very unwilling to allow Shake- 


 fheare ſo poor a Scholar, as Many have labour'd 


to repreſent him, yet I ſhall be very cautious of de- 


claring too poſitively on the other fide of the Que- 


ſtion: that is, with regard to my Opinion of his 


Knowledge in the dead Languages. And therefore 
the Paſſages, that I occaſionally quote from the 
Claſſics, ſhall not be urged as Proofs that he know- 
ingly imitated thoſe Originals; but brought to ſhew 


how happily he has expreſs'd himſelf upon the ſame 


Topicks. A very learned Critick of our own Na- 


tion has declar'd,. that a Sameneſs of Thought and 
Sameneſs of Expreſſion too, in TWO Writers of a 
different Age, can hardly happen, without a vio- 
lent Suſpicien of the Latter copying from his Pre- 
deceſſor. I ſhall not therefore run any great Risk 


of a Cenſure, tho' I ſhould venture to -hint, that 


the Reſemblance, in Thought and Expreſſion, of 
our Author and an Ancient (which we ſhould al- 
low to be Imitation in One, whoſe Learning was 
not queſtion'd) may ſometimes take its Rife from 


Strength of Memory, and thoſe Impreſſions which 


"he 
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| he ow'd to the School. And if we may allow a 


' Poſſibility of This, conſidering that, when he quit- 
ted the School, he gave into his Father's Profeſſion 
and way of Living, and had, tis likely, but a ſlen- 
der Library of Claſſical Learning; and conſidering 


what a Number of Tranſlations, Romances, and 


Legends, ſtarted about his Time, and a little be- 
fore; (moſt of which, tis very evident, he read ;) I 
think, it may eaſily be reconcil'd why he rather 
ſchemed his Plots and Characters from theſe more 
latter Informations, than went back to thoſe Foun- 
tains, for which he might entertain a ſincere Vene- 


ration, but to which he could not have ſo ready a 
Recourſe. 


In touching on another Part of his Learning, as 


it related to the Knowledge of Hiſtory, and Books, 
I ſhall advance ſomething, that, at firſt ſight, will 
very much wear the Appearance of a Paradox. For 
1 ſhall find it no hard Matter to prove, that, from 


the groſſeſt Blunders in Hiſtory, we are not to in- 


fer his real Ignorance of it: Nor from a greater 
Ude of Latin Words, than ever any other Engliſh 


Author uſed, muſt we infer his intimate Acquain- 
tance with that Language. 


A Reader of Taſte may eaſily obſerve, that tho? 
Shakeſpeare, almoſt in every Scene of his hiſtorical 
Plays, commits the groſſeſt Offences againſt Chro- 
nology, Hiſtory, and Ancient Politicks ; yet This 
was not thro' Ignorance, as is generally ſuppoſed, 
but thro” the too powerful Blaze of his Imagination; 
7 a which, 
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which, when once raiſed, made all acquired Know- 
ledge vaniſh and diſappear before it. But this Li- 
eence in him, as I have ſaid, muſt not be imputed 
to Ignorance: ſince as often we may find him, 
when Occaſion ſerves, reaſoning up to the Truth 7 
of Hiſtory ; and throwing out Sentiments as juſtly 
adapted to the Circumſtances of his Subject, as to E 
the Dignity of his e or Dictates of N ature > 
in general. 3 


Then, to come to his Knowledge of the Latin 


Tongue, *tis certain, there is a ſurprifing Effuſion 


of Latin Words made Engliſb, far more than in an 
one Engliſh Author I have ſeen; but we muſt be cau- 


tious to imagine, this was of his own doing. For 
the Frgliſß Tongue, in his Age, began extremely 
to ſuffer by an Inundation of Latin: And this, to 
be ſure, was occaſion'd by the Pedantry of thofe 
two Monarchs, Elizabeth and James, Both great 


| Latinifts, For it is not to be wonder'd at, if both * 


the Court and Schools, equal Flatterers of Power, 
ſhould adapt themſelves to the Royal Taſte. - 
But now I am touching on the Queſtion, (which 
has been fo frequently agitated, yet ſo entirely un- 
decided) of his Learning and Acquaintance with 


the Languages; an additional Word or two natu- 


rally falls in here upon the Genius of our Author, 


as compared with that of Jonſon his Contemporary. 
They are confeſſedly the greateſt Writers our Na- 
tion could ever boaſt of in the Drama. The firſt, 


we lay, owed all to his prodigious natural Genius 
and 
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We and the other a great deal to his Art and Leaming 


Li. r his, if attended to, will explain a very remarkable 
ited I ppearance in their Writings. Beſides thoſe won- 
im, derful Maſterpieces of Art and Genius, which each 
uth has given Us; They are the Authors of other 
ly 1 orks very unworthy of them: But with this Dif- 
to ference; that in Fonſer's bad Pieces we don't diſ- 


cover one ſingle Trace of the Author of the Fox 
4 and Alchemiſte but in the wild extravagant Notes 
of Shakeſpeare, you every now and then encounter 
Strains that recognize the divine Compoſer. This 
ny Difference may be thus accounted for. Fonſon, as 
Toe ſaid before, owing all his Excellence to his Art, 
by which he ſometimes ſtrain'd himſelf to an un- 
| common Pitch, when at other times he unbent and 
i played with his Subject, having nothing then to ſup- 
oe port him, it is no wonder he wrote ſo far beneath 
bimſelf. But Shateſpears, indebted more largely to 


t 3 
_— 1 Nature, than the Other to acquired Talents, in his 
th *% 

r, oſt negligent Hours could never ſo totally diveſt 


4 himſelf of his Genius, but that it would frequently 
Peak out with aſtoniſning Force and Splendor. 
As I have never propos d to dilate farther on the 


mi 4 Character of my Author, than was neceſſary to ex- 
. 1 plain the Nature and Uſe of this Edition, I ſhall 
1. proceed to conſider him as a Genius in Poſſeſſion of 
wid an everlaſting Name. And how great that Merit 
— muſt be, which could gain it againſt all the Diſad- 
a | vantages of the horrid Condition in which he has 


Fhitherto appear'd | Had Homer, or any other ad- 


3 mir 'd 


* 
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mir'd Author, firſt ſtarted into Publick ſo maim'd * 
and deform'd, we cannot determine whether they 
had not ſunk for ever under the Ignominy of ſuch 
an ill Appearance. The mangled Condition of Shake- 
ſpeare has been acknowledg'd by Mr. Rowe, who 3 
publiſh'd him indeed, but neither corrected his 
Text, nor collated the old Copies. This Gentle- 
man had Abilities, and a ſufficient Knowledge of 8 
his Author, had but his Induſtry been equal to his . 
Talents. The ſame mangled Condition has been 
acknowledg'd too by Mr. Pope, who publiſh'd him 1 
| likewiſe, pretended to have collated the old Copies, 
and yet ſeldom has corrected the Text but to its In- 
jury. I congratulate with the Manes of our Poet, 3 
tbat this Gentleman has been ſparing in indulging 1 ö 
his private Senſe, as he phraſes it; for He, who tam- S 
pers with an Author whom he does not underſtand, 7? 
| muſt do it at the Expence of his Subject. I have 
made it evident throughout my Remarks, that he 
has frequently inflicted a Wound where he intended 
a Cure. He has acted with regard to our Author, 3 
as an Editor, whom LiPs1VUs mentions, did 1 
with regard to Mar TIAL; Inventus eſt neſcio quis 
Popa, qui non vitia ejus, ſed ipſum excidit. He has 
attack'd him like an unhandy Slaughterman ; and 
not lopp'd off the Errors, but the Poet. | 
When this is found to be the Fact, how abſurd 
muſt appear the Praiſes of ſuch an Editor? It ſeems 
_ a moot Point, whether Mr. Pope has done moſt In- 
jury to Shakeſpeare as his Editor and Encomiaſt; 
| | | Ol 
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Cenſurer. They have Both ſhewn themſelves in an 
" qual Impuiſſance of ſuſpecting, or amending, the 


corrupted Paſſages: and tho” it be neither Prudence 
1 3 or commend, what one does not under- 


| #1 by: That Shakeſprars ſuffers moſt, F or the 
natural Veneration, which we have for him, makes 
us apt to ſwallow whatever is given us as his, and 


1 fer off with e and hence we wy all 


[ nd this produces an exact Scrutiny at "Fans 


- which ends in finding out and diſcriminating 


the true from the ſpurious. 


It is not with any ſecret Pleaſure, that 1 ſo fre- 


quently animadvert on Mr. Pope as a Critick; but 
3 there are Provocations, which a Man can never 
| Quite forget. 
4 o much Inveteracy, that, not to diſpute whether 
3 Per ſhould come from a Chriſtian, they leave it a 


His Libels have been thrown out with - 


£ veſtion whether they could come from a Man. I 


1 ould be loth to doubt, as Vuntus Serenus did in 
a like Cale, 


Sive homo, 2 fimilis 1 ima beſtia nobis, 
J ulnera dente dedit. 
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4 1 he Indignation, perhaps, * being repreſented a 


5 Floctbtad, may be as dent i in us as it is in the La- 
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dies for a Reflexion on their Beauties. It is cer- © 


tain, I am indebted to Him for ſome flagrant Civi- 
lities; and I ſhall willingly devote a part of my Life 
to the honeſt Endeavour of - quitting Scores: with 


this Exception however, that I will not return thoſe * 
Civilities in his peculiar Strain, but confine myſelf, | TY 
at leaſt, to the Limits of common Decency. I ſhall 
ever think it better to want Wit, than to want Hu- 
manity : and impartial FRY may, perhaps, be 
of my Opinion. 4 
But, to return to my Subject; which now calls 4 
upon me to inquire into thoſe Cauſes, to which the '1 
Depravations of my Author originally may be aſ- 3 
ſign'd. We are to conſider him as a Writer, of 1 
whom no authentic Manuſcript was left extant; 
as a Writer, whoſe Pieces were diſperſedly per- P | 
ſorm'd on the ſeveral Stages then in Being. And 
it was the Cuſtom of thoſe Days for the Poets to 3 
take a Price of the Players for the Pieces They © 
from time to time furniſh'd; and thereupon it 7 
was ſuppos'd, they had no farther Right to print 8. 
them without the Conſent of the Players. As it 
was the Intereſt of the Companies to keep their 'N 
Plays unpubliſh'd, when any one ſucceeded, there 'Y 
was a Conteſt betwixt the Curioſity of the Town, 
who demanded to ſee it in Print, and the Policy © 
of the Stagers, who wiſh'd to ſecrete it within 
their own Walls. Hence, many Pieces were ta- 

ken down in Short-hand, and imperfectly copied 
by Ear, from a Repreſentation: Others \ were pry 4 | 
ed 5 
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es from piece meal Parts ſurreptitiouſly obtain'd 
. from the Theatres, uncorrect, and without the 
Poers Knowledge. To ſome of theſe Cauſes we 
3 we the Train of Blemiſhes, that deform thoſe 
Pieces which ſtole ſingly into the World in our 
'Þ Author's Life-time. ; 

7 There are ſtill other Reaſons, which may be 
5 N dapposd to have affected the whole Set. When 
3 the Players took upon them to publiſh his Works 
intire, every Theatre was ranſack'd to ſupply the 
1 Copy; and Parts collected, which had gone thro' 
5 as many Changes as Performers, either from Mu- 
: 4 tilations or Additions made to them, Hence we 
1 derive many Chaſms and Incoherences in the 
4 Senſe and Matter. Scenes were frequently tranſ- 
poſed, and ſhuffled out of their true Place, to hu- 
mour the Caprice, or ſupposd Convenience, of 
= ſome particular Actor. Hence much Confuſion 
and Impropriety has attended, and embarras'd, the 
2 Buſineſs and Fable. To theſe obvious Cauſes of 
Wit 4 Corruption it muſt be added, that our Author has 


rint lain under the Diſadvantage of having his Errors 
is it 


7 propagated and multiplied by Time: becauſe, for 
ir near a Century, his Works were republiſh'd from 
1 the faulty Copies, without the Aſſiſtance of any in- 
telligent Editor: which has been the Caſe likewiſe 


Wn, 
llicy of many a Claſſic Writer. 
ithin “ The Nature of any Diſtemper once "hand has 


| N been the immediate Step to a Cure. Shake- 


\f 
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of a corrupt Claſſic; and, conſequently, the Me- 


| thod of Cure was likewiſe to bear a Reſemblance. 
By what Means, and with what Succeſs, this 


Cure has been effected on ancient Writers, is too 


well known, and needs no formal Tlluſtration. 


The Reputation, conſequent on Tasks of that na- 


ture, invited me to attempt the Method here; with FX 
this View, the Hopes of reſtoring to the Publick © 
their greateſt Poet in his Original Purity : after 
having ſo long lain in a Condition that was a Diſ- 1 b 
grace to common Senſe, To this end I have ven- 
tur'd on a Labour, that is the firſt Aſſay of the 
kind on any modern Author whatſoever, For the '1 
late Edition of Milton bythe Learned Dr. Bentley © 
is, in the main, a Performance of another Species. 
It is plain, it was the Intention of that Great Man 1 
rather to correct and pare off the Excreſcencies of 4 
the Paradiſe Left, in the manner that Tucca and 
Varius were employ'd to criticize the #neis of Vir- © 


gil, than to reſtore corrupted Paſſages. Hence, 


therefore, may be ſeen either the Iniquity or Igno- Y 
rance of his Cenſurers, who, from ſome Expreſ- 
ſrons, would make us believe, the Doctor every 1 
where gives us his Corrections as the Original Text 
of the Author; whereas the chief Turn of his Cri— $ 
ticiſm is plainly to ſhew the World, that if Milton F 


did not write as He would have him, he ought to 
have wrote _ 


I thought proper to premiſe this Obſervation to 
the en, as it will ſhew that the Critic on dhe. 


r 
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le· 4 | ſpeare is of a quite different Kind. His genuine 
Text is for the moſt part religiouſly adher'd to, and 
3 the numerous Faults and Blemiſhes, purely his 
3 own, are left as they were found. Nothing is al- 
27 ter'd, but what by the cleareſt Reaſoning can be 
proved a Corruption of the true Text; and the 
Z Alteration, a real Reſtoration of the genuine Read- 
ing. Nay, ſo ſtrictly have I ſtrove to give the true 
Reading, tho ſometimes not to the Advantage of my 
Author, that I have been ridiculouſly ridicul'd for 
tit by Thoſe, who either were iniquitouſly for turning 
every thing to my Diſadvantage ; or elſe were tally 
ignorant of the true Duty of an Editor. 
> The Science of Criticiſm, as far as it affects an 
> Editor, ſeems to be reduced to theſe three Claſſes; 
the Emendation of corrupt Paſſages; the Explana- 
tion of obſcure and difficult ones; and an Inquiry 
into the Beauties and Defects of Compoſition, This 
Work is principally confin'd to the two former 
Parts: tho there are ſome Specimens interſpers'd 
>” of the latter Kind, as ſeveral of the Emendations 
were beſt ſupported, and ſeveral of the Difficulties 
beſt explain'd, by taking notice of the Beauties ane 
Deſects of the Compoſition peculiar to this Immor- 
tal Poet. But This was but occaſional, and for the 
2 fake only of perfecting the two other Parts, which 
were the proper Objects of the Editor's Labour. 
7 The third lies open for every willing Undertaker: 
and I ſhall be pleag'd to ſee it the OY ment of a 
maſterly Pen, 
Ss Voir. 1. - * 1E 
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It muſt neceſſarily happen, as I have formerly 


 obſerv'd, that where the Aſſiſtance of Manuſcripts 
is wanting to ſet an Author's Meaning right, and 
reicue him from thoſe Errors which have been 
tranſmitted down thro* a Series of incorrect Edi. 
tions, and a long Intervention of Time, many Paſ- 
ſages muſt be deſperate, and paſt a Cure; and their 


true Senſe irretrievable either to Care or the Saga- 
city of Conjecture. But is there any Reaſon there- 


fore to ſay, That becauſe All cannot be rettiev'd, 
All ought to be left deſperate? We ſhould ſhew 


very littte Honeſty, or Wiſdom, to play the Ty- 


_ rants with an Author's Text; to raze, alter, inno- 


vate, and overturn, at all Adventures, and to the 


utter Detriment of his Senſe and Meaning: But to 


be fo very reſerved and cautious, as to interpoſe no 


and cries out for Aſſiſtance, ſeems, on the other 


hand, an indolent Abſurdity. 


As there are very few Pages in Shakeſpeare, 
upon which fome Suſpicions of Depravity do not 


reaſonably ariſe; I have thought it my Duty, 


in the firſt place, by a diligent and laborious Col- 
lation to take in the Aſſiſtances of all the older 
Copies. 

In his H. Norical Plays, whenever our Eng 


Chronicles, and in his Tragedies when Greek or 
| Reman Stor y, could give any Light; no Pains have 


been omitted to ſet Paſſages right by comparing 
my Author with his Originals: for, as I have 
fre- 


4 


„ 


Relief or Conjecture, where it manifeſtly labours 
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Frequently obſerved, he was a cloſe and accu- 


rate Copier where-ever his Fable was founded on 


1 Hiſtory. 


| Where-ever the Author's Senſe is Clear and diſco- 


' verable, (tho', perchance, low and trivial;) I have 
not by any Innovation tamper'd with his Text; out 
of an Oſtentation of endeavouring to make him 
ſpeak better than the old Copies have done, 


Where, thro? all the former Editions, a Paſſage 
has labour'd under flat Nonſenſe and invincible 
Darkneſs, if, by the Addition or Alteration of a 
Letter or two, or a Tranſpoſition in the Pointing, 
I have reſtored to Him both Senſe and Sentiment ; 
ſuch Corrections, 3 am n will need * 


dulgence. 


And whenever I have taken a r Latitude 


and Liberty in amending, I have conſtantly endea- 
- vour'd to ſupport my Corrections and Conjectures 


by parallel Paſſages and Authorities from himſelf, 


the ſureft Means of expounding any Author what 
ſoever. 


meme off Plus fure que tous les Commentaires, ſays. a 
very learned French Critick. 


Cette voie di interpreter un Autheur par lui- 


As to my Notes, (from which the common and 


learned Readers of our Author, I hope, will derive 


ſome Satisfaction; ) I have endeavour'd to give them 
a Variety in ſome Proportion to their Number. 


Where-ever I have ventur'd at an Emendation, a 
Note is conſtantly ſubjoin'd to juſtify and aſſert the 
Reaſon of it. 


Where I only offer a Conjecture, 
b 2 and 
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Tee PREFACHKE: 
and do not diſturb the Text, I fairly ſet forth my 
Grounds for ſuch Conjecture, and ſubmit it to 
Judgment. Some Remarks are ſpent in explaining 


Paſſages, where the Wit or Satire depends on an 


obſcure Point of Hiſtory : Others, where Alluſions 


are to Divinity, Philoſophy, or other Branches of 
Science. Some are added to ſhew, where there is 
a Suſpicion of our Author having borrow'd from 
the Ancients: Others, to ſhew where he is rallying 
his Contemporaries; or where He himſelf is rallied 
by them. And ſome are neceſſarily thrown in, to 
explain an obſcure and obſolete Term, Phraſe, or 
Idea. I once intended to have added a complete 
and copious Gleſſary; but as I have been importun'd, 
and am prepar'd, to give a correct Edition of our 
Author's PotMs, (in which many Terms occur 
| that are not to be met with in his Plays, ) I thought 
a Glaſſary to all Shakeſpeare's Works more e proper to 


attend that Volume. 


In reforming an infinite Number of . in 

the Pointing, where the Senſe was before quite 
| loſt, I have frequently ſubjoin'd Notes to ſhew the 
deprav'd, and to prove the reform'd, Pointing: a 
Part of Labour in this Work which I could very 


willingly have ſpar'd myſelf. May it not be objected, 


why then have you burden'd us with theſe Notes? 
The Anſwer is obvious, and, if I miſtake not, 
very material. Without ſuch Notes, theſe Paſſages 

in ſubſequent Editions would be liable, thro' the Ig- 


norance of Printers and Correctors, to fall into the 
3 old 
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The PREFACE. 
old Confuſion : Whereas, a Note on every one hin- 
ders all poſſible Return to Depravity ; and for ever 
ſecures them in a State of Purity and Integrity not 
to be loſt or forfeited, . 
Again, as ſome Notes have been neceſſary to 
point out the Detection of the corrupted Text, and 
eftabliſh the Reſtoration of the genuine Readings; 
ſome others have been as neceſſary for the Expla- 
nation of Paſſages obſcure and difficult. Fo under- 
ſtand the Neceſſity and Uſe of this Part of my 
Task, ſome Particulars of my Author's Character 
are previouſly to be explain'd. There are Obſcurt- 
ties in him, which are common to him with all 
Poets of the ſame Species; there are Others, the 
Iſſue of the Times he liv'd in; and there are 


Others, again, peculiar to himſelf. The Nature 
of Comic Poetry being entirely ſatirical, it buſies 


itſelf more in expoſing what we call Caprice and 
Humour, than Vices cognizable to the Laws. The 
Engliſh, from the Happineſs of a free Conſtitution, 
and a Turn of Mind peculiarly ſpeculative and in- 
quiſitive, are obſerv'd to produce more Humouriſis 


and a greater Variety of original Characters, than 


any other People whatſoever: And Theſe owing 


their immediate Birth to the peculiar Genius of each 


Age, an infinite Number of Things alluded to, 

glanced at, and expos'd, muſt needs become ob- 

ſcure, as the Characters themſelves are antiquated, 
and diſuſed. An Editor therefore ſhould be well 
vers'd in the Hiſtory and Manners of his Author's 

bg Age, 
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Age, if he aims at doing him a Service in this 


ReſpeR. 


' Beſides, Nit lying moſtly in the Aﬀſemblage = 


Ideas, and in the putting Thoſe together with 


Quickneſs and Variety, wherein can be found any 


Reſemblance, or Congruity, to make up pleaſant. 
Pictures, and agreeable Viſions in the Fancy; the. 


Writer, who aims at Wit, muſt of courſe range 


far and wide for Materials. Now, the Age, in 


which Shakeſpeare liv'd, having, above all others, 


a wonderful Affection to appear Learned, They de- 


clined vulgar Images, ſuch as are immediately 


fetch'd from Nature, and rang'd thro' the Circle of 
the Sciences to fetch their Ideas from thence.. But: 
as the Reſemblances of ſuch Ideas to the Subject muſt 
neceſſarily lie very much out of the common Way, 


and every Piece of Wit appear a Riddle to the Vul- 
gar; This, that ſhould have taught them the forced, ; 


quaint, unnatural "Tract they were in, (and induce 
them to follow a more natural One,) was the very 
Thing that kept them attach'd to it. The oſtenta- 


tious AﬀeQation of abſtruſe Learning, - peculiar to. 
that Time, the Love that Men naturally have to 


every Thing that looks like Myſtery, fixed them 


don to this Habit of Obſcurity. Thus became the 


Poetry of DoNN E (tho' the wittieſt Man of that 
Age,) nothing but a continued Heap of Riddles. 
And our Shakeſpeare, with all his eafy Nature about: 


him, for want of the Knowledge of the true Rules 


ol Art, falls frequently into this vicious Mannern. 
LE N . The 
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The PRE FAC E. 

The third Species of Obſcurities, which deform 
our Author, as the Effects of his own Genius and 
Character, are Thoſe that proceed from his pecu- 
liar Manner of Thinking, and as peculiar a Man- 


ner of clothing thoſe Thoughts, With regard to 
his Thinking, it is certain, that he had a general 


Knowledge of all the Sciences : But his Acquain- 


| tance was rather That of a Traveller, than a Na- 


tive. Nothing in Philoſophy was unknown to 


bim; but every Thing in it had the Grace and 
Force of Novelty, And as Novelty is one main 


Source of Admiration, we are not to wonder that 


He has perpetual Alluſions to the moſt recondite 


Parts of the Sciences : and This was done not ſo 


much out of AﬀeQation, as the Effect of Admira- 
tion begot by Novelty. Then, as to his Style 
and Diction, we may much more juſtly apply to 


SHAKESPEARE, What a celebrated Writer has 


| faid of M11 TON; Our Language ſunk under 


him, and was unequal to that Greatneſs of Sout 


which furniſod him with ſuch glorious Concep- 


tions, He therefore frequently uſes old Words, to 
give his Diction an Air of Solemnity ; as he coins 
others, to expreſs the Foun” and Variety of his 
Ideas. 

Upon every diſtind Species of theſe Obſeurities 1 
have thought it my Province to employ a Note, for 
the Service of my Author, and the Entertainment 
of my Readers. A few tranſient Remarks too I 


have not ſcrupled to intermix, upon the Poet's Neg- 
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 ligences and Omiſſions in point of Art; but J have 


done it always in ſuch a Manner, as will teſtify my 
Deference and Veneration for the Immortal Au- 

| thor. Some Cenſurers of Shakeſpeare, and parti- 
cularly Mr. Rymer, have taught me to diſtinguiſh 
betwixt the Railer and Critic, The Outrage 
of his Quotations is ſo remarkably violent, fo 
puſh'd beyond all Bounds of Decency and ſober Rea- 
ſoning, that it quite carries over the Mark at which 
it was levell'd. Extravagant Abuſe throws off the 


Edge of the intended Diſparagement, and turns the 


Madman's Weapon into his own Boſom. In ſhort, 


as to Rymer, This is my Opinion of him from his 
Criticiſms on the Tragedies of the Laſt Age. He 


writes with great Vivacity, and appears to have : 
been a Scholar: but, as for his Knowledge of the 
Art of Poetry, I can't perceive it was any deeper 


than his Acquaintance with Beſſu and Dacier, from 


whom he has tranſcrib'd many of his beſt Re- 

flexions. The late Mr. Gilden was one attached 
to Rymer by a ſimilar Way of Thinking and Stu- 
dies. They were Both of that Species of Criticks, 


who are deſirous of diſplaying their Powers rather 


in finding Faults, than in conſulting the Improve- 


ment of the World: the bypercritical Part of the 
Science of Criticiſmm. 


I had not mentioned the modeſt Liberty I havs 
here and there taken of animadverting on my Au- 
thor, but that I was willing to obviate in time the 


Ipecetick Exaggerations of my Adverſaries on this 


Head. 
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Head. From paſt Experiments I have reaſon to be 
conſcious, in what Light this Attempt may be 
placed: and that what I call a mode/? Liberty, will, 


by a little of their Dexterity, be inverted into 
downright Impudence. From a hundred mean and 
_ diſhoneſt Artifices employ'd to diſcredit this Edi- 


tion, and to cry down its Editor, I have all the 
Grounds in Nature to beware of Attacks; But tho 


the Malice of Wit, join'd to the Smoothneſs of Ver- 
| Hfication, may furniſh ſome Ridicule ; Fact, I hope, 


will be able to ſtand its Ground againſt Banter and 


Gaiety. 


It has been my Fate, it ſeems, as 1 thought it 


my Duty, to diſcover ſome Anachroniſms in our 
Author; which might have llept in Obſcurity but 
for this Reſtorer, as Mr. Pope is pleas'd affection- 
ately to ſtile me; as, for Inſtance, where Ariſtotle 
is mentioned by Hector in Troilus and Creſſida: 
and Galen, Cato, and Alexander the Great, in Co- 
riolanus. Theſe, in Mr. Pope's Opinion, are 
Blunders, which, the Illiteracy of the firſt Pub- 


liſhers of his Works has father'd. upon the Poet's: 


Memory: it not being at all credible, that Theſe 


could be the Errors of any Man who had the leaſt 
Tinfure of a School, or the leaſt Converſation with 


Such as had. But I have ſufficiently proved, in the 
courſe of my Notes, that ſuch Anachroniſms were 
the Effect of Poetic Licence, rather than of Igno- 


rance in our Poet. And if I may be permitted to 
ask a modeſt Queſtion by the way, Why may not 
1 Tre 
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I-reſtore an Anachroniſm really made by our Au- 


 - thor, as well as Mr. Pope take the Privilege to fix 
others upon him, which he never had it in his Head 


to make; as I may venture to affirm He had not, in 
the Inſtance of Sir Francis Drake, to which: [ have 


1 poke | in the proper Place? 


But who ſhall dare make any Words about this 


F reedom of Mr. Pope's towards. Shakeſpeare, , if it 


can be prov'd, that, in his Fits of Criticiſm, he 
makes no more Ceremony with gaod Homer him 


ſelf? To try, then, a Criticiſm of his own ad- 
vancing; In the 8th Book of the Ody/zy, where 


Demodocus ſings the Epiſode of the Loves of Mars 
and Venus; and that, upon their . taken i in the 


Net * 4 Ps. . 
e & The Gul of YON 
9 «Mut pay the Penalty for lawleſs Charms ; | 


Mr. Pope is ſo kind gravely to inform us, « That 


Homer in This, as in many other Places, ſeems 


cc to allude to the Laws of - « Athens, where Death 
ee Was the Puniſhment of Adultery.” But how is 


this ſignificant Obſervation made out ? Why, who 


can poſſibly object any Thing to the contrary ? ---- 
Does not Pauſanias relate, that Draco the Lawgiver 
to the Athenians granted Impunity to any Perſon 


that took Revenge upon an Adulterer? And was it 


not alſo the nſtitution of Solon, that if Any One took 


an Adulterer in the Fact, he ier uſe him as he 


pleas d? Theſe 0 are very true: and to ſee 
What 


Words: and pretends to have annexed. a compleat 
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What a good Memory, and ſound Judgment in 


ConjunRtion can atchieve! Tho' Homer's Date is 
not determin'd down to a ſingle Year, yet *tis pret- 


ty generally agreed that he liv'd above 3oo' Years 


before Draco and Solon: And That, it ſeems, has 
made him ſeem to allude to the very Laws, which 
theſe Two Legiſlators propounded above 300 Years 
after. If this Inference be not ſomething like an 
Anachroniſm or Prolepſit, I'll look once more into 
my Lexicons for the true Meaning of the Words. 

It appears to me, that ſomebody beſides Mars and 


Venus has been caught in a Net by this Epiſode : 


and I could call in other Inſtances to confirm what 
| treacherous Tackle this Net-work 1 is, if not cauti- 
_ ouſly handled. 995 | 


How juſt, notwithſtanding, I have been in de- 


tecting the Anachroniſms of my Author, and in de- 
fending him for the Uſe of them, Our late Editor 


ſeems to think, They ſhould rather have ſlept in 
Obſcurity : and the having diſcovered them i is ſneer 'd 


at, as a ſort of wrong headed Sagacity. 


Tpbe numerous Corrections, which I made of the 
Poet's Text in my SHAKESPEARE Refter'd, and 
which the Publick have been ſo kind to think well 
of, are, in the Appendix of Mr. Pope's laſt Edi- 
tion, ſlightingly call'd Various Readings, Gueſſes, &6. 


He confeſſes to have inſerted as many of them as he 


judg'd of any the leaſt Advantage to the Poet ; but 
ſays, that the Whole amounted to about twenty five 


Liſt 
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Liſt of the Reſt, which were not worth his em- 
bracing. - Whoever has read my Book will at one 
Glance ſee, how in both theſe Points Veracity is 


ſtrain'd, fo an Injury might but be done. Malus, 
etſi obeſſe non pote, tamen cegitat. 
Another Expedient, to make my Work appear 
of a trifling Nature, bas been an Attempt to de- 
preciate Literal Criticiſm. To this end, and to pay 
a ſervile Compliment to Mr. Pope, an Anonymous 
Writer has, like a Scotch Pedlar in Wit, unbraced 
| his Pack on the Subject. But, that his Virulence 
might not ſeem to be levelled ſingly at Me, he has 
done Me the Honour to join Dr. Bentley in the Li- 
bel. I was in hopes, We ſhould have been Both 
abuſed with Smartneſs of Satire, at leaſt; tho? not 
_ with Solidity of Argument: that it might have been 
worth fome Reply in Defence of the Science attack- 
ed. But I may fairly fay of this Author, as Fal- 
fHaffe does of Pans; —— Hang him, Baboon ! his 
Wit is as thick as Tewksbury Muſtard ; there is 
no more Conceit in him, than is in a MxILET. II 
it be not Prophanation to ſet the Opinion of the di- 
vine Longinus againſt ſuch a Scribler, he tells us ex- 
preſly, That to make a Judgment upon Word. 
« (and Writings) is the moſt conſummate F ruit of 
« much Experience.” „ » Toy Atywr xelorg mok- 
AJs it awaens Trad Tatoy £nifurnua. Whenever 
Words are depraved, the Senſe of courſe muſt be 


corrupted ; and thence the Readers betray'd into a 
falſe Meaning. 


1 
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Tf the Latin and Greek Languages have receiv'd . 
the greateſt Advantages imaginable from the La- 
bours of the Editors and Criticks of the two laſt 
Ages; by whoſe Aid and Aſſiſtance the Gramma- 
rians have been enabled to write infinitely better in 
that Art than even the preceding Grammarians, 
who wrote when thoſe Tongues flouriſh'd as living 
Languages: I ſhould account it a peculiar Happi- +« 
neſs, that, by the faint Aſſay I have made in this 
Work, a Path might be chalk'd out, for abler 
Hands, by which to derive the ſame Advantages: to 
our own Tongue: a Tongue, which, tho? it wants 
none of the fundamental Qualities of an univerſal 
Language, yet, as a noble Writer ſays, liſps and 
ſtammers as in its Cradle; and has produced little 
more towards its poliſhing than Complaints of its 
Barbarity. 
Having now run thro” all thoſe Points, which I 
intended f ſhould' make any Part of this Diſſertation, 
and having in my former Edition made publick Ace- 
knowledgments of the Aſſiſtances lent me, I ſhall 


conclude with a brief Account of the Methods ta- 
ken in This. 


It was thought proper, in ks to reduce the Bulk 

and Price of the Impreſſion, that the Notes, where- 

ever they would admit of it, might be abridg'd : for 
| which Reaſon J have curtail'd a great Quantity of 
i Such, in which Explanations were too prolix, or 
| Authorities in Support of an Emendation too nume- 
rous: and Many I have entirely expung'd, which 

were 
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were judg'd ; rather Verboſe and Declamatory, (and, 


ſo, Notes merely. of e 3) than an, 


or inſtructive. 1 

1 ſhall decline making any rather Matten of 
the Pains I have taken upon my Author, becauſe it 
was.my Duty, as his Editar, to publiſh him with 
my beſt Care and Judgment: and becauſe, I am 


fenſible, all ſuch Declarations are. conſtrued to be lay- = 
ing a ſort of a Debt on the Publick. As the former 


Edition has been, received with much Indulgence, I 


ought to make my Acknowledgments to the Town 


for their fayourable, Opinion of it: and 1 ſhall al- 


ways be proud to think That Encouragement the 


beſt Payment I can * to receive 6 * poor 
; Studies. 15 
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Extracted from the Regiſtry of the 
Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 


Viceſimo quinto die Marti Anno Regni Domin? 
noſtri Jacobi nunc Regis Anglia &c. decimo 
quarto & Scolie quadrageſimo nono, Anne 
Domini 1616. 


N the Name of God, Amen. I William - 
Shakſpeare of Stratford upon Avon in the 
County of Warwick, Gent. in perfect 


Health and Memory, God be praiſed, do 
make and ordain this my laſt Will and Te- 
ſtament in Manner and Form following; 


that is to ſay: 
Firſt, I commend my Soul into the Hands 


of God my Creator, hoping, and affuredly 


believing, through the only Merits of Jeſus 


Chriſt my Saviour, to be made Partaker of 
Life everlaſting ; and my Body to the Earth- 


whereof that is made, 

Item, I give and bequeath unto my 
Daughter Judith One Hundred and Fifty 
Pounds of lawful Engliſh Money, to be paid 
unto her in manner and form following; 

| that 


L 2 ] 


that is to ſay, One Hundred Pounds in Diſ- | 


charge of her Marriage Portion within one 
Year after my Deceaſe, with Conſiderations 


after the rate of Two Shillings in the Pound 


for ſo long time as the ſame ſhall be unpaid 
unto her after my Deceaſe; and the Fifty 


Pounds Reſidue thereof upon her ſurrendring | 
of or giving of ſuch ſufficient Security as 


the Overſeers of this my Will ſhall like of, 


to ſurrender or grant all her Eftate and 
| Right that ſhall deſcend or come unto her 


after my Deceaſe, or that ſhe now hath of, 


in, or to one Copyhold Tenement, with the 
Appurtenances lying and being in Stratford 


upon Avon aforeſaid, in the ſaid County of 
Warwick, being parcell or holden of the Ma- 


nor of Rowington, unto my Daughter Su- 


Jam Hall, and her Heirs for ever. 


Item, I give and bequeath unto my faid 


Der Judith One Hundred and Fifty 


Pounds more, if ſhe, or any Iſſue of her 


Body, be living at the end of three Years 
next enſuing the Day of the Date of this 
my Will, during which time my Executors 
to pay her Conſideration from my Deceaſe 
according to the rate aforeſaid : And if ſhe 


y, then f Will is, and I do give 
and 


8 Uic within the ſaid Term ' without Iſſue of 


141 

and bequeath One Hundred Pounds thereof 
to my Niece Elizabeth Hall, and the Fifty 
e to be ſet forth by my Executors 
during the Life of my Siſter Jaan Harte, 
and the Uſe and Profit thereof coming, 
ſhall be paid to my ſaid Siſter Joan, and 
after her Deceafe the Fifty Pounds ſhall re- 
main amongſt the Children of my faid 
Siſter, equally! to be divided amongſt them; 
but if my ſaid Daughter Judith be living at 


the end of the ſaid three Years, or any Iſſue 


of her Body, then my Will is, and fo I de- 
vie and bequeath the ſaid Hundred and 
Fifty Pounds to be ſet out by my Executors 
and Overſeers for the beſt Benefit of her and 
her Iſſue, and the Stock nat to be paid unto 


her ſo long as ſhe ſhall be married and covert 


Baron; but my Will is that ſhe ſhall have 


the Conſideration yearly paid unto her 


during her Life, and after her Deceaſe the 
ſaid Stock and Conſideration to be paid to 


her Children, if ſhe have any, and if not, 
to her Executors and Aſſigns, ſhe living the 


ſaid Term after my Deceaſe; provided that if 


ſuch Husband as ſhe ſhall at the end of the 


ſaid three Years be married unto, or at and 


after, do ſufficiently aſſure unto her, and the 


Iflue of her Body, Land anſwerable to the 
3 P ortion 
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Gras, William Hart, 
chael Hart, Five Pounds apiece, to be pad 
within one Year after my Deceaſe. 


141 


Portion by this my Will given unto her, 


and to be adjudged ſo by my Executors and 


Overſeers, then my Will is, that the ſaid 
Hundred and Fifty Pounds ſhall be paid to 


ſuch Husband as ſhall make ſuch Aſſurance, 
to his own Uſe. 


Item, I give and bequeath unto my ſaid 


| Siſter Joan Twenty Pounds, and all my 
wearing Apparel, to be paid and delivered 
within one Year after my Deceaſe ; and I do 


will and deviſe unto her the Houſe with the 


Appurtenances in Stratford, wherein ſhe 
dwelleth, for her natural Life, under the 
yearly Rent of Twelve Pence. 


Item, I give and N ee unto her three 
Hart, and Mi- 


Item, I give and bequeath unto the ad 


Elizabeth Hall all my Plate that J now have, 
except my broad ſilver and gilt e at 


the Date of this my Will. 


Lim, I give and bequeath unto the lace 
of Stratford aforeſaid Ten Pounds, to 


Mr. Thomas Combe my Sword, to Thomas 


Ruſſel, Eſq; Five Pounds, and to Francis 


Collins of the Borough of Warwick, in the 


County of . Gent. Thirteen Pounds 
Six 


PF A 


14 


Six Shillings and Eight Pence, to be paid 


within one Year after my Deceaſe. 


Item, I give and bequeath to Hamlett 
Sadler Twenty Six Shillings Eight Pence to 
buy him a Ring; to William Reynolds, Gent. 


Twenty Six Shillings Eight Pence to buy 
him a Ring; to my Godſon William Walker 
Twenty Shillings i in Gold ; to Anthony Naſh, 
Gent. Twenty Six Shillings Eight Pence ; 
and to Mr. Fohn Naſh Twenty Six Shillings 


Eight Pence, and to my Fellows John He- 
mynge, Richard Burbage, and Henry Cundell 
Twenty Six Shillings Eight Pence apiece to 


buy the Rings. 


Item, I give, will, bequeath, and deviſe 5 
unto my Daughter Suſanna Hall, for the 
better enabling of her to perform this my 


Will, and towards the Performance thereof, 
all that capital Meſſuage or Tenement, with 


the Appurtenances in Stratford aforeſaid, L 
called the New Place, wherein I now dwell, 


and two Meſſuages or Tenements, with the 


Appurtenances, ſituate, lying, and being in 
Henley Street within the Borough of Strat- 


ford aforeſaid; and all my Barns, Stables, 
Orchards, Gardens, Lands, Tenements, and 
Hereditaments whatſoever, ſituate, lying, 


and being, or to be had, reſerved, Fe 
or 
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or taken within the Towns, Hamlets, vil - 
lages, Fields, and Grounds of een upon 


Avon, Old Stratford, Buſhaxton, and Wel. 


combe, or in any of them, in the ſaid County 


4 Warwick, and alſo all that Meſſuage 
r Tenement, with the Appurtenances, 
Ms one John Robinſon dwelleth, ſituate, 


lying, and being in the Black- Friers in Lon- 


uon near the Wardrobe ; and all other my 
Lands, Tenements, and Hereditaments what- 
ſoever ; to have and to hold all and ſingular 


the Raid Premiſes, with their Appurtenances, 


unto the ſaid Su ſauna Hall, for and during 
the Term of her natural Life; and after her 
Deceaſe to the fitſt Son of her Body | law- 


fully iſſumg, and to the Heirs Males of the 


Body of che ſaid firſt Son lawfully iſſuing; 


and for default of ſuch 1 to Ths ſecond 


Son of her Body lawfully iſſuing, and to 


the Heirs Males of the Body of the ſaid ſe- 


cond” Son lawfully Tfhing ; and for default 
of ſuch Heirs, "tv the third Son of the Body 


of the ſaid Safema lawfully iffuing, and of 
the Heirs Males of the Body of the faid 


third Son lawfully iffuing ; 411 for default 
of ſuch Iſſue, the ſxme to be and: r remain to 


che fourth, fifth, ſixth, and feventh Sons of 


ber Body, lawfully ifuing bne after another, 
and 


[71 


and to the Heirs Males of the Bodies of the 
ſaid fourth, fifth, ſixth, and ſeventh Sons 
lawfully iſſuing, in ſuch manner as it is be- 
fore limited to be and remain to the firſt, 
ſecond, and third Sons of her Body, and to 
their Heirs Males ; and for default of ſuch 
Iſſue, the ſaid Premiſes to be and remain to 
my ſaid Niece Hall, and the Heirs Males of 
her Body lawfully iſſuing; and for default 
of ſuch Iſſue, to my Daughter Judith, and 
the Heirs Males of her Body lawfully iſſu- 
ing; and for default of ſuch Iſſue, to the 
right Heirs of me the faid William Shake- © 
| ſpeare-tor ever. 


ſtem, I give unto my Wife my brown beſt 
Bed with the Furniture, 
Item, I give and bequeath to my ſaid 
Daughter Juditb my broad filver gilt Bole. 
All the reſt of my Goods, Chattels, Leaſes, 
Plate, Jewels, and Houſhold-ſtuff whatſo- 
ever, after my Debts and Legacies paid, 
and my Funeral Expences diſcharged, I 
give, deviſe, and bequeath to my Son-in- 
law John Hall, Gent. and my Daughter 
Suſanna his Wife, who I ordain and make 
Executors of this my laſt Will and Teſta- 
ment. And I do intreat and appoint the 
faid Thomas Ruſſel, Eſq; and Francis 2 
ent 
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Gent. to be Overſeers hereof. And do re- 
voke all former Wills, and publiſh this to 
be my laſt Will and Teſtament. In witneſs 
whore I have hereunto put my Hand, the 
Day and Year firſt above-written, by me 


Tailliam Shakſpeare. 


Wi a to the Publi ing bereof, 


Fra. Collyns, 
Julius Shaw, 
John Robinſon, 
Hamnet Sadler, 
Robert Whattcott. 


Probatum coram Magiſtro William Byrde 
. Legum Doftore Commiſſario & c. vice- 
imo ſecundo die Men/is Junii Anno 
Domini 1616. Juramento Fohannis Hall 
unius ex. et cui &c. de bene et Furat 
Reſervata poteſtate et Suſanne Hall 
alt. ex. &c. cu. vendit &c. pelilur. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ALONSO, King of Naples. 

Sebaſtian, his Brother. 

Proſpero, the rightful Duke of Milan. 

Anthonio, his Brother, the uſurping Duke of Milan; 

Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 

Gonzalo, an honeft old Counſellor of Naples. 
Adrian, 

Franciſco, ; "_ 

Caliban, @ Savage, and deformed $8 lave. 

Trinculo, a Fefter. 

Stephano, a drunken Butler. 

M4fler of a Ship, Boatſwoain, and Mariners, 

Miranda, Daughter to Proſpero. 

Ariel, an aiery Spirit. 

Iris, 

Ceres, 

Juno, & Spirits, employ'd in the Maſque. 

. Reafers, 


Other S/irits, attending on Prof pero. 


SCENE, 4» uninhabited Jjand. 


"> 


SCENE, On a Ship at Sea. 


A fempeluous wiſe of thunder and lightning heard a 


£ nter a Ship. maſter, and a n. 


A's av 6m; 


= Oatiwain, ——— — 


Boatſ. Here, Maſter : what cheer? 
Maſt. Good, ſpeak to th' mariners: fall 


to't yarely, or we run ourſelves a. ground; 
beſtir, beſtir, | [ Exit. 


Enter Mariners. 
Boat. Hey, my hearts; cheerly, my hearts; ; yare, 


yare ; take in the top- ſail; tend to th' maſter's whiſtle ; 


blow, till thou burſt thy wind, if room enough. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, F erdinand, 
Gonzalo, and others. 


Alon. Good Boatſwain, have care: where's the 5 


ter? play the men. 


Boarſ. I pray now, keep below: 
ES: | — 3 2 Ant. 


Rr 


4 The TE MPHEST. 
Ant. Where is the maſter, boatſwain ? | 
Boatſ. Do you not hear him! you mar our labour; ; 


keep your cabins : you do aſſiſt the ſtorm. 


Gonx. Nay, good, be patient. 
Boatſ. When the ſea is. Hence what care theſe 


_ Roarers for the name of King? to cabin; ſilence ; trou- 
ble us not. 


Gonz. Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. Py 
Boatſ. None, that I more love than myſelf. You 


are a counſellor ; if you can command theſe elements to 


filence, and work the peace o'the preſent, we will not 


hand a rope more; uſe your authority. If you can- - 


not, give thanks you have liv'd fo long, and make 
yourſelf ready in your cabin for the = of the 
hour, if it ſo hap. Cheerly, good hearts: out of our 
way, I ſay. | [Exit. 

Gonz. I have great comfort from this fellow ; me- 


thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his com- 
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand faſt, good fate, to his 
hanging; make the rope of his deftiny our cable, for 
our own doth little advantage : if he be not born to be 


hang d, our eaſe is miſerable,  [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Boatfwain. 
Boatſ. Down with the top-maſt : yare, lower, lower; ; 


bring her to try with Main- Core. A Plague upon this 


howling! —— 
4 cry 1 Re-enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio, and cd 


they are louder than the weather, or our office, Vet 


again? what do you here? ſhall we give o'er, and drown? . 
have you a mind to ſink ? 


Sebaſ. A pox o' your throat, you banling, blaſphe- 


mous, uncharitable dog. 
Boatſ. Work you then. 
Ant. Hang, cur, hang; you whoreſon, inſolent, noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown d, than thou art. 
SGonx. I'll warrant him from drowning, tho' the ſhip 
were no ſtronger than a nut-ſhel], and as leaky as an un- 


fanch'd wench, 


Boatf. 


Te TEMPBEST. 5 


Boarſ. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ; {et her two courſes 
on to ſea again, lay her off. 


Enter Mariners abet. 
Mar. All loſt! to prayers, to prayers! all loſt! Exe. 
Boatſ. What, muſt our mouths be cold ? 
Gonx. The uy and Prince at pray'rs ! let us aſſiſt 
'em. 
For our caſe is as heirs 
Seb. I'm out of patience. 
Ant. We're meerly cheated of our lives by hard 
This wide-chopt raſcal—— Would, thou — ſt lye 
drowning, 
The waſhing of ten tides l. 
 Gonz. He'll be hang'd yet, 
Though every drop 4 water ſwear againſt it, 
And gape at wid'ſt to glut him. 
[4 confuſed noiſe within.) Mercy on us! 
We ſplit, we ſplit! Farewel, my Wife and Children! 
Brother, farewel! we ſplit, we ſplit, we fplit.! | 
Ant. Let's all fink with the King. Exit. 
Seb. Let's take leave of him. I Exit. 
Gong. Now would I give a thouſand farlomy of ſca 
for an acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze, 
any thing; the wills above be done, but I would fain 
die a dry death! | Exit. 


SCENE changes to a Part of the Tachanted und, 
near the Cell of Proſpero. 


5 ue Profpere ans Miranda. 

| Me] F by your art (my deareſt father) you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 
The ſky, it ſeems, would pour down ſtinking pitch, 
But that the ſea, mounting to th' welkin's cheek, 
Daſhes the fire out. O] I have ſuffer'd 

With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: a brave veſlel 
(Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her) 
Daſh'd all to pieces. O! the cry did knock 


B 3 A gainſt | 
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FE - The TEMPEST. 
Againſt my very heart: poor ſouls, they perim d ! 


Had I been any God of Pow'r, I would 
Have ſunk the ſea within the earth; or ere 


I ſhould the good ſhip ſo have allow d, and 
The fraighting ſouls within her. 


Pro. Be collected; 
No more amazement ; tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 

Mira. O wo the day! 

Pro, No harm. 


have done nothing but in care e of thee, 


(Of thee my dear one, thee my daughter) who 


# 


Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 


Of, whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Preſpero, maſter of a full-poor cell, 


And thy no greater father, 


Mira. More to know 


Did never meddle with my thoughts. 


Pro. Tis time, 


I ſhould inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my magick garment from me: ſo! 


s down his mantle. 
Lye there my Art. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort. : 
The direful ſpeQacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compaſſion in thee, 
I have with ſuch proviſion in mine art 
So ſafely order'd, that there is no foyle, (i)) 
No, not ſo much perdition as an hair, 


| Betid to any creature in the veſſel 


Which thou heard't ery, which thou { faſt fink : ſit 
own; 
For thou muſt now know farther. 

Mira. You have often 


(.) is no Foyle, ] i. e. no Damage, 140 Ditrinand.” The 
two old Folio read,----is no Soul ; which will not agree in 
Grammar with the following Part of the Sentenge, Mr. Rowe 
firſt ſubſtituted - ne Soul Joſt, which does not much mend the 
Matter, taking the Context together. Foyle i is a Word familiar 
with our Poet, and in ſome Degree ſynonymous to Perdition in 


the next Line, 


Begun 


The TEMPEST, 7 


Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopt, 
And left me to a bootleſs inquiſition; 
Concluding, Stay; not yet. — —— 
Pro. The hour's now come, | 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 
A time, before we came unto this cell? 
I do not think, thou canſt; for then thou waſt not 
Out three years old. (2) 
Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. 
Pro, By what? by any other. houſe, or perſon? 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
 Hath kept in thy remembrance, 
Mira. Tis far off; 
And rather like a dream, than an afliranes 
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four, or five, women once, that tended me? 
Pro. Thou hadſt, and more, Miranda: but how is it, 
That this lives in thy mind? what ſeeſt thou elſe 
In the dark back-ward and abyſme of ti? 
If thou remember'ſt aught, ere thou cam it here ; 
How thou cam'ſt here, thou may 'ſt. 
Mira. Eut that I do not. 


Pro. "Tis twelve years ſince, Miranda ; twelve years 


1 ſince, | 
Thy father was the Duke of Mes, and 
A Prince of Pow'r. 5 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She ſaid, thou waſt my daughter ; and thy father 
Was Duke of Milan, and his only heir 
A Princeſs, no worſe iſſu'd. 

Mira. O the heav'ns ! 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? 
Or bleſſed was't, we did ? 
Pro, Both, both, my girl : 


(2) out three years old. } This is the old Reading: tis true, 
the Expreſſion is obſolete, but it copy d the Senſe of, ful! cut, 
eut-right, or  right-eatts 
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8 The TE MPB EST. 

By foul play (as thou ſay'ſt) were we heav'd thence; 

But blefledly help'd bither. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o'th' teene that I have turn'd you to, 

Which is from my remembrance. Pleaſe you, farther. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio 
I pray thee, mark me; —(that a brother ſhould 

Be ſo perfidious !) he whom next thyſelf 

Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 

The manage of my ſtate; (as, at that time, 

Through all the ſignories it was the firſt ; 5 

And Profero the prime Duke, being ſo reputed 

In dignity ; and be the liberal arts, 

Without a parallel; thoſe being all my ſtudy :) 

The government I caſt upon my brother, 

And to my ſtate grew ſtranger ; being tranſported, 

And rapt in ſecret ſtudies. Thy falſe uncle—— 

(Doſt thou attend me) * 
Mira. Sir, moſt heedfully. 5 
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant ſuits, 

How to deny them; whom t'advance, and whom 

_ To traſh for over-topping ; new-created 
The creatures, that were mine; I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 

Or elſe new form'd em; having both the key 

Of officer and office, ſet all hearts 1'th' ſtate 

To what tune pleas'd his ear; that now he was 

The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 

And ſuckt my verdure out on't.—Thou attend'ſt not. 

, oo 5 
Pro. I pray thee, mark me then. 


* 


I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 

To cloſeneſs, and the bettering of my mind, 

With that which, but by being ſo retired, _ 

O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my falſe brother 

Awak'd an evil nature ; and my truſt, 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falſhood in its contrary as great 3 

As my truſt was; which had, indeed, no limit, 

A confidence ſans bound, He being thus lorded, 

Not only with what my Revenue yielded, * 
| u 


The TEMPE s T. 9 


But what my power might elſe exact; like one, 
Who having into truth, by telling of i it, 
Made ſuch a ſinner of his memory, 
To credit his own lie, he did believe 
He was, indeed, the Duke ; from ſubſtitution, 
And executing th' outward face of royalty, 
With all perogative. Hence his ambition growing 
Doſt thou hear? 
Mira. Vour tale, Sir, would cure deafneſs. 

Pro. To have no ſcreen between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needs will be | 
Abſolute Milan. Me, poor man !——my library 
Was Dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was for ſway) wi'th' King of Naples 
Jo give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 

Subject his coronet to his crown; and bend 
The Dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, Poor blilan !) 
To moſt ignoble ſtooping. 

Mira. O the heav'ns! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and th event; then tell me, 
If this might be a Brother? 
Mira. I ſhould ſin, (3) 
To think but nobly of my grandmother; . 
Good wombs have bore bad ſons, (4) 


5 . 8 


(3) — I foul fn, E 

To think not nobly of my grand mother ;] This is Mr. Pope's 
reading; from no Authority, I preſume : All the Copies that 
I have ſeen, have it; To think but nc i, e. otherwiſe 
than nobly ; according to our Author's Uſage. 

(4) Good Wombs bawe bore bad Soph | 

Pro. Now, the Condition:] Thus have all the Editions Aivid- | 
ed theſe Speeches; But, tho* I have not attempted to regu- 
late them otherwiſe, I have great Suſpicion, that our Author 

plac'd them thus ; yy 
Pro. Good Wombs bave bore bad Sons. New, the Condition: 
How could Miranda, that came into this Deſert Iſland an In- 
fant, that had never ſeen any other Creatures of the World, 
but her Father and Caliban, with any Propriety be furniſh'd 
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Pro. Now the condition: 
This King of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearks my brother's ſuit 
Which was, that he in lieu o'th* premiſes, _ 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should preſently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 
With all the honours, on my brother. Whereon 
A treacherous army levy'd, one mid-night 
Fated to th' purpoſe, did Anthonis open 
The gates of Milan; and, i'th' dead of darkneſs, 
The miniſters for the purpoſe hurry'd thence | 
Me, and thy crying ſelf. 
Mira. Alack, for pity ! 
I, not remembring how I cry'd on't then, : 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint, 
That wrings mine eyes to't. 
Pro. Hear a little further, 
And then III bring thee to the preſent buſineſs. 
Which now's upon's ; without the which this woey” 
Were moſt impertinent. a 
Mira. Why did they not 
That hour deſtroy us? 

8 Pro. Well demanded, wench; 
My tale provokes that queſtion. "Io bey durſt not 
{So dear the love my people bore me ;) ſet 
A mark ſo bloody on the buſineſs ; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. : | 

In few, they hurry'd ns aboard a bark; 2 5 _ 
Bore us ſome leagues to Sea; where they prepar d | 
A rotten carcaſs of a boat, not ngg'd, 
Nor tackle, fail, nor maſt; the very rats 
Inſtinctively had quit it: there they hoiſt us 
To cry to th' ſea, that roar'd to us; to ſigh 


to make ſuch an Obſervation from Life, that the Tue has often 

. degenerated from the Parent? But it comes very properly from 

Proſpero, as a ſhort Document, by the by, to his Daughter; 
implying, ©* that ſhe did very well to think with Honour of 

her Anceſtor ; for that it was common in Life, for mos 

% People to have bad Children.“ T | 
0 
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To th' winds, whoſe pity, ſighing back again, 
Did us but loving wrong. 
Mira. Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 


Pro, O! a cherubim 
Thou waſt, that did preſerve me: Thou didſt ſmile, 


- Infuſed with a fortitude from heav'n, 


(When I have deck'd the ſea with drops full-ſalt ; 
Under my burthen groan'd ;) which rais'd in me 
An undergoing ſtomach, to bear up 
Againſt what ſhould enſue. 

Mira. How came we a-ſhore ? 
5 *. By providence divine. 
8 food we had, and ſome freſh water, tha 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 
Out of his charity (being then appointed 
Maſter of this deſign) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, ſtuffs, and neceſſaries, 
Which fince have ſteeded much. So of his gentleneſs, 
Knowing I lov'd my books, he furniſh'd me 8 
From my own library, with volumes that 

I prize above my Dukedom. 8 

Mira. Would I _—_ 
But ever ſee that man! 

Pro. Now, I ariſe ; —— 
Sit ſtill, and hear the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow. 
Here in this iſland we arriv'd, and here 
Have I, thy ſchool-maſter, made thee more profit 
'Than other Princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not ſo careful. 
| Mira. Heav'ns thank you for't! And now, I pray 
| you, Sir, ” 

(For ſtill tis beating in my mind) your reaſon. 

For raiſing this ſea-ſtorm? 

Pro. Know thus far forth, 
By accident moſt ſtrange, bountiful fortune 
(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore : and, by my preſcience 
I find, my Zenith doth depend upon 
A moſt auſpicious ſtar; whole Influence 


N 
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Tf now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 

Will ever after droop. Here ceaſe more queſtions ; 
Thou art inclin'd to ſleep. *Tis a good dulneſs, 

And give it way; 1 know, thou canſt not chuſe — 
[Miranda ſleeps. 
Come away, ſervant, come ; I'm ready now : 
Approach, my Ariel, Come. 


Enter Adel. 


Ari. All hail, great maſter ! grave Sir, hail! I come 
To anſwer thy beſt pleaſure : 'Be't to fly; 
To ſwim; to dive into the fire; to ride 1 
On the curl'd clouds: to thy ſtrong bid task 
Ariel. and all his qualities. N 7 Ld 

Pro. Haſt thou, ſpirit, ; 
Perform'd to point the tempeſt that I bad thee ? 

Ari. To every Article. 
I boarded the King's ſhip : now on the beak, 
Now in the waſte, the deck, in every cabin, 
I ͤflam'd amazement. Sometimes, Fd divide, 
And burn in many places; on the top-maſt, 
The yards, and bolt-ſprit, would I flame diſtinAly ; 6 

Then meet and join. Jove's lightnings, the 8 

Of dreadful thunder- claps, more momenta 
And fight out- running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurons roaring the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble; 
Yea, his dread trident ſhake. 

Pro. My brave, brave fpirit! 0 
Who was fo firm, fo conſtant, that this coyt 
Would not infe& his reaſon? 

Ari. Not a ſoul 
But felt a fever of the mind, and plaid : 
Some tricks of deſperation : all, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the veſlel, 
Then all a-fire with me: the King's ſon Ferdinand 
With hair up-ftaring (then like reeds, not hair) 

Was the firſt man, that leap'd ; cry'd, “ 2299 is empty; ; 

« And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that's my Spirit! 


But was not this nigh ſhore ? Ari. 


Remember, I have done thee worthy ſervice ; 
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Ari. Cloſe by, my Maſter. 
Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſafe? 
Ari. Not a hair periſh'd: 
On their ſuſtaining 3 not a blemiſn, 
But freſher than before. And as thou badſt me, 


In troops I have diſpers'd them bout the iſle : 


The King's ſon have I landed by himſelf, 
Whom I left cooling of the air with fighs, 
In an odd angle of the iſle, and arting, 


His arms in this ſad knot. 


Pro. Of the King's ſhip 


The mariners, ſay, how thou haſt 1 8 d, 


And all the reſt. o'th' fleet? 
Ari. Safely in harbour 


Is the King's ſhip ; in the deep nook, where once 


Thou calldft me up at midnight, to fetch dew 
From the ſtill-vext Bermudas, there ſhe's hid: 


The mariners all under hatches ſtow'd, 


Who, with a charm join'd to their ſuffer'd labour, 


I've left aſleep; and for the reſt o'th' fleet 


(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met again, 


And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 


Bound ſadly home for Naples; 
Suppoſing, that they ſaw the King's ſhip wreckt, 


And his great perſon periſh, 


Pro. Ariel, thy charge 


| Exactly is perform d; but there's more work. 


What is the time o th day? 
Ari. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 


Tre. At leaf two glaſſes; the time tm irt fix and now 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. 


Ari. Is there more toil ? ſince thou doſt give me Pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis'd, 


Which is not yet perform'd me, 


Pro. How now ? moody ? 


What f ist thou canſt demand ? 


Ari. My liberty. 


Pro. Before the time be out? no more. 
Ari. I pr'ythee, 


Told 
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Told thee no lies, made no miſtakings, ſerv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou didſt promiſe 
. To bate me a full year. . 
Pero. Doſt thou Peget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? 
Ari. No. Tp | 
Pro. Thou doſt; and think'ſt it much to tread the ooze 
Of the ſalt deep; 
To run upon the ſharp Wind of the North; 
To do me buſineſs in the veins o'th' earth, 
When it is bak'd with froſt. : 
Ari. I do not, Sir. 3 
Pro. Thou ly'ſt, malignant thing! haſt thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop ? haſt thou forgot her! 
Ari. No, Sir. RT 
Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak; tell me. 
Ari. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro. Oh, was ſhe ſo? I muſt 
Once in a month recount what thou haſt been, 
Which thou forget'ſt. This damn'd witch Sycorax, 
For miſchiefs manifold and ſorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from A-gzer, 
Thou know'ſt, was baniſh'd : for one thing ſhe did, 
They would not take her life. Is not this true? 
Ari. Ay, Sir. | | 
Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with child, 
And here was left by th' ſailors; thou my ſlave 
As thou report'ſ thy ſelf, waſt then her ſervant. 
And, for thou waſt a ſpirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 
Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent miniſters _ 
And in her moſt unmitigable rage, 
Into a cloven pine; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didft painfully remain 
A dozen years, within which ſpace ſhe dy'd, 
And left thee there: where thou didſt vent thy groans, 
As faſt as mill-wheels ſtrike. Then was this Iſland 
(Save for the ſon that ſhe did litter here, A 
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A freckled whelp, hag-born) not honour'd with 
A human ſhape. 

Ari. Yes ; Caliban her ſon. 

Pro. Dull thing, I ſay ſo: he, that Caliban, 
Whom. now I keep in ſervice. Thou beſt know'ſt, 
What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breaſts 
Of ever-angry bears; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo: it was mine art, 

When I arriv'd and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari. I thank thee, maſter. 

Pro, If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou'ſt howl'd away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, maſter. 
I will be correſpondent to command, 

And do my ſp'riting gently. 

Pro. Do ſo: and alte ter two days 
I will diſcharge thee. 

Ari. That's my noble maſter: 
What ſhall I do? ſay what? what ſhall I do? 
Pro. Go make thy ſelf like to a nymph o'th' ſea. 
Be ſubje& to no ſight but mine : inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſe. Go take this ſhape, 
| And hither come in it: go hence with diligence. 
| {Exit Ariel. 
Awake.” dear heart, awake! thou haſt ſlept well ; 
Awake 
Mira. The ſtrangeneſs of your ſtory put 
Heavineſs i in me. 
Pro. Shake it off: come on; 
We'll viſit Caliban my flave, who never 
Yields us kind anſwer. 
Mira. Tis a villain, Sir, 
I do not love to look on 
Pro. But, as 'tis, 
We cannot miſs him : he does make our fire, 


Fetch in our wood, and ſerves in offices 
. That 
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That profit us. What ho! ſlave! Caliban 4 
Thou earth, thou! ſpeak. 
Cal. [avithin] There's wood enough within. 


Pro. Come forth, I ſay ; there's other buſineſs for thee, | 
Come, thou Tortoiſe when: — 


Enter Ariel lite a Water-Nynph. 


Fine apparition ! my quaint Ariel, | 
Hark in thine ear. SF oy 6 
Ari. My lord, it ſhall be done. CIS [Exit. 


Pro. Thou poiſonous ſlave, got by the devil himſelf 8 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth. | 


Enter Caliban. 


Cal. As wicked dew, as C'er my mother bruſh'd 
With raven's feather from unwholſom fen, 

Drop on you both ! a ſouth-weſt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you all o'er! 

Pro. For this, be ſure, to night thou malt have cramps, 
 Side-ſtitches that ſhall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vaſt of night that they may work, 

All exerciſe on thee: thou ſhalt be pinch'd 


As thick as honey- combs, each pinch n more : ſtinging | 
Than bees that made em. 


Cal. I muſt eat my dinner. | 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorææ my mother, 5 
Which thou tak'ſt from me. When thou cameſt fr, 
Thou ſtroak'dſt me, and mad'ſt — of me; and 
| would'ſt give me | 
Water with berries in't; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the leſs 
That burn by day and night: and then I loy'd thee, | 
And ſhew'd thee all the qualities o'th* Iſle, 
The freſh ſprings, brine-pits ; barren place, and fertile, | 
Curs'd be I, that I did ſo! all the charms ; 
Of Sycerax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 
For | am all the ſubjects that you have, 
| Who firſt was mine own King; and here you ſty me 


In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of th Iſland. 


Pro. 
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Pro. Thou moſt lying ſlave, 
Whom ſtripes may move, not kindneſs; I have us'd thee 
(Filth as thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd 
In mine own cell, *till thou didſt ſeek to violate 
The honour of my child. £ | 
Cal. Oh ho, oh ho!——I wou'd, it had been done! 
Thou didft prevent me, I had peopled elſe 
This Iſle with Calibars. | 
Pro. Abhorred ſlave; (5) 
Which any print of goodneſs wilt not take, 
Being capable of all ill! I pity'd thee, 
Took pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other, When theu didft not, ſavage, 
Know thine own meaning, but- wouldſt gabble lice 
A thing meſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoles _ 
With words that made them known. But thy vile race 
(Tno' thou didſt learn) had that in't, which good natures 1 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou J 
Deſervedly confin'd into this rock, 
Who hadſt deſerv'd more than a priſon-——_ 
Eal. You taught me language, and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curſe : the red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language 
Pro. Hag-ſeed, hence! ' 5 
Fetch us in fewel, and be quick (thou wer't beſt) 
To anſwer other buſineſs. Shrug'ſt thou, malice ? 


„ (5) Mira. Abberred Slave ;] In all the printed Editions this 
Speech is given to Miranda: but I am perſuaded, the Author 
never deſign'd it for her. In the firſt place, tis probable, 
Proſpero taught Caliban to ſpeak, rather than left that Office to 

his Daughter: in the next Place, as Proſpero was here rating 
Caliban, it would be a great Impropriety for her to take the 
Diſcipline out of his Hands; and, indeed, in ſome fort, an In- 
decency in her to reply to what Caliban laſt was ſpeaking of. 

Mr. Dryden, 1 obſerve, in his Alteration of this Play, has ju- 
diciouſly placed this Speech to Proſpero, I can eafily gueſs, 
that the change was firſt deriv'd from the Players, who not 

loving that any Character ſhould ſtand too long filent on the 
3 Stage, to obviate that Inconvenience with regard to Miranda, 
4 clap'd this Speech to her Part, | Ic 
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If thou neglect'ſt, or doſt unwillingly 

What I command, I'Il rack thee with old cramps ; 

Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar, 

That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy din. 
Cal. No, pray thee. 

T muſt obey ; his art is of ſuch pow'r, 

It would control my dam's god Setebos, 

And make a vaſlal of him. 
Pro. So, ſlave, hence! [IExit Caliban. 


Enter Ferdinand; and Ariel iviiible, playing and finging- 
 ARIEL's SONG. 


Come unto theſe yellow ſands, 
And then take hands: = 
Curt*fied when you have, and hiſt 
The wild waves whiſt 3 
Foot it feath here and there, 
And, faveet forites, the burthen bear. 
| e [Burthen, diſperſedly. 
Hark, bart, bough-waugh : the watch-dogs bark, 
Baugb cwaugb. 5 e 
Ari. Hark, hark, I hear | 
Toe ſtrain of ſtrutting chanticlere 
Cry, Cock-a-doodle-do. 


Fer. Where ſhould this muſick be, i'th' air, or earth ?= 
It ſounds no more: and, ſure, it waits upon 
Some God o' th' Iſland. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping againſt the King my father's wreck, 
This muſick crept by me upon the waters; 
Allay ing both their fury and my paſſion, 
With its ſweet air; thence I have follow'd it, 
Or it hath drawn me rather——but tis gone. 
No, it begins again, 
AHRIEL'» $0 NG. 
Full fathom five thy father lies, 


Of his bones are coral made 


Thoſe 


The TEMPEST, 19 
Thoſe are pearls, that avere his eyes; | 
Nothing of him, that doth fade, 
But doth ſuffer a ſea-change, 
Into ſomething rich and ſtrange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell. 
Hark, now ] hear them, ding-dong, bell. 


[Burthen: ding Jong. 


tie The ditty does remember my 1 father; 
This is no mortal buſineſs, nor no ſound 


That the earth owns: I hear it now above me. 

Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eyes advance, | 
And ſay, what thou ſeeſt yond. 

Mira. What 1s't, a ſpirit? 

Lord, how it looks about! believe me, Sir, 
It carries a brave form. But 'tis a ſpirit. 

Pro. No, wench, it eats, and ſleeps, and hath ſuch ſenſes 
As we have, ſuch. This gallant, which thou ſeeft, 
Was in the wreck : and, but he's ſomethin ſtain d 
With grief, (that's beauty l canker) thou might ſt call 

im 
A goodly perſon. He hath loſt his fellows, 
And ftrays about to find' em. 

Mira, I might call him 
A thing divine ; for a natural 
I ever faw ſo. noble. 

Pro. It goes on, I ſee, F/Z/4 
As my ſoul prompts it. Spirit, fine ſpirit, I'll free thee 
Within two days for this. 

Fer. Moſt ſure, the Goddeſs 
On whom theſe ayres attend ! vouchſafe, my pray "7 
May know, if you remain upon this land ; 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give, 
How I may bear me here: my prime requeſt 
(Which I do laſt pronounce) is, O you wonder ! 
If you be made or no? 
Mira. No wonder, Sir, 
But certainly a maid. _ 
7 Fer. My language! heav'ns! 
| J am the beſt of cham that ſpeak this ſpeech, 
| Were I but where tis ſpoken, Pro, 
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Pro. How? the beſt ? | | 
What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer. A ſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee ſpeak of Naples. He does hear me; 
And, that he does, I weep : myſelf am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (ne'er fince at ebb) beheld 


\ 


The King my father wreckt. 


Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 


Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords: the Duke of Milar, 


And his brave ſon, being twain. {6) 
Pero. The Duke of Milan, 


And his more braver daughter, could control thee, 


If now 'twere fit to do't : At the firſt fight, 

They have chang'd eyes: (delicate Ariel, ho 

J'll ſet thee free for this.) A word, good Sir, 

I fear, you've done yourſelf ſome wrong: a word 
Mira. Why ſpeaks my father ſo ungently ? this 

Is the third man, that I e'er ſaw ; the firſt, 


That e'er I ſigh'd for. Pity move my father 


To be inclin'd my way ! 

Fer. O, if a Virgin, ; 

And your Affection not gone forth, I'll make you 
The Queen of Naples. 1 
Pro. Soft, Sir; one word more. 


They're both in either's power: but this ſwift buſineſe 
] muſt uneaſie make, leſt too light winning 5 8 
Make the prize light. Sir, one word more; 1 charge thee, 


That thou attend me: thou doſt here uſurp 
The name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thyſelf 
Upon this Iſland, as a ſpy, to win it 


From me, the lord on't. 


Fer. No, as I'm a man. 


— ̃ ͤ Dubs of Milan, 


And bis brave Son, being. twain, | Here ſeems a flight 


Forgetſulneſs in our Poet: No Body was loſt in this 3 
as is wanifeſt from ſeveral Paſſages: and yet we have no ſuc 


Character introduc'd in the Fable, as the Duke of Milan's Son. 


but, on ſecond Thought, found it unneceſſary, ; 


No doubt, in his firſt Plan he had mark'd out ſuch a Character; 


Mira. 
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Mira. There s nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a temple. 
If the ill ſpirit have ſo fair an houſe, 8 


21 


Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't R 


Pro. Follow me 
Speak not you for him : he's a traitor. Come, 


I'll manacle thy neck and feet together; 
Sea water ſhalt thou drink; thy food ſhall be 


The freſh-brook muſſels, wither'd roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 
Fir No, 


I will reſiſt ſuch entertainment, 'till 


Mine enemy has more power. 
[He draws, and is charm'd from moving: 

Mira. O dear father, 

Make not too raſh a tryal of him ; for 

He's gentle, and not fearful. 

Pro. What; I ,. 

My foot my tutor? put thy ſword up, traitor, 

Who mak'ſt a ſhew, but dar'ſt not ſtrike ; thy con- 
ſcience | 

Is ſo poſleſt with guilt : come from thy wand, - 

For I can here diſarm thee with this tick, 

And make thy weapon drop. 
Mira. Beſeech you, father. 


Pro. Hence : hang not on my garment. 
Mira. Sir, have pity ; 


I'll be his ſurety. 


Pro. Silence : one ward more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What, 
An advocate for an impoſtor ? huſh ! "x 
Thou think'ſt, there are no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
Having ſeen but him and Caliban; fooliſh wench ! 
To th' moſt of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels, 

Mira. My affeQions 
Are then moſt humble : 1 have no > ambition 
To ſee a goodlier man. 
Pro. Come on, obey ; 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them, 


Fer. 
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Fer. So they are: 1 
My 3 as in a dream, are all bound up. - 
My father's loſs, the weakneſs which I feel, 
The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats, 
To whom I am ſubdu'd, were but light to me, 
Might I but through my priſon once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners elſe o'th' earth 
Let liberty make uſe of; ſpace enough 
Have I, in ſuch a priſon. 
Pro. It works: come on. 
(Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel:] follow me. 
Fark, what thou elſe ſhalt do me. [To Ariel. 
Mira. Be of comfort, | 
My father's of a better nature, Sir, : 
Than he appears by ſpeech : this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. | 
Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free 
As mountain winds ; but then exactly do 
All points of my comm 5 
JJ 5 
Pro. Come, follow : ſpeak not for him. [ Zxcunt. 


"FE Tu 
SCENE, Another Part of the Jland, 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 
Franciſco, and others. 175 


e 1 
DES EE CH you, Sir, be merry: you have cauſe 
(So have we all) of joy ! for our eſcape 


Is much beyond our loſs; our hint of woe 
Is common; every day, ſome ſailor's wife, 
The maſters of ſome merchant, and the merchant, 
Have juſt our theam of woe : but for the miracle, 


(I mean 
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(I mean our preſervation) few in millions | 
Can ſpeak like us: then wiſely, good Sir, weigh 
Our ſorrow with our comfort. 
Alon. Pr'ythee, peace. 
Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 
Ant. The viſitor will not give o'er ſo. 


Seb. Look, he's winding up the watch of his mit, by 


and by it will ſtrike, | 


| Gon. Sir 
Seb. One: —— Tel, 


Gen. When every T is entertain d, that s offer'd; 


comes to the entertainer 
Seb. A dollor. © 


Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you hives ſpoken : 


truer than you propos'd. 


(3) Alon, | Pe! yt bee, peace.] All that follows from hence to 


this ſpeech of the King's, 


| You cram theſe Words into my Ears againf 
| The Stomach of my Senſe. 


foems to Mr. Pepe to have been an Interpolation by the Play- 


ers. For my part, tho' I allow the Matter of the Dialogue to 
be very poor and trivial, {of which, I am ſorry to ſay, we 
don't want other Inſtances in our Poet ;) I cannot be of this 
Gentleman*s Opinion, that it is interpolated. For ſhould we 
take out this intermediate Part, what would become of theſe 
Words of the King ? | | 


2. bad never 
Married ny Daughter there 


| What Daughter? and where married? For it is from this inter- 


mediate Part of the Scene only, that we are told, the King had 
A Daughter nam'd Claribel, whom he had married into Tunit. 
Tis true, in a ſubſequent Scene, betwixt Antonio and Sebaſtian, 
we again hear her and Tunis mention'd : but in ſuch a manner, 
that it would be quite obſcure and unintelligible without tkis 


previous Information. Mr. Pope's Criticiſm therefore is injudi- 
cious and unweigh' d. Beſides, poor and jejune as the Matter 


of the Dialogue is, it. was certainly defign'd to be of a ridicu- 
ous Stamp; to divert and unſettle the King's Thoughts from 
refleQing too deeply on his Son's ſuppos d Drowning. 
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in the ſea, hold notwithſtan 


The TEMPEST. 
Seb. You have taken it wiſelier than J meant you 


Mould, 


Gon. Therefore, my lord,= 4 
Ant. Fie, what a ſpend- thrift is he of his tongue! 5 i 
Alon. I pr'ythee, ſpare. 

Son. Well, J have done: but 5e 
Seb. He will be talking. 5 
Ant. Which of them, he, or Auer, for a | good 
wager, firſt begins to crow? _ 1 

Seb. The old cock, 


Ant. The cockrel. 


Seb. Done: the r 
Ant. A laughter? 
Seb. A match. 
Adr. Though this iNand been to be 4 
Seb. Ha, ha, ha, So, you're paid. 
Aar. Uninhabirable, al almoſt inacceſible—— 
| Seb. Vet, 5 
Aar. He wall not mip. 


Aar. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, render, a and delicate — 


temperance. 
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. _ 
Seb. Ay, and a ſubtle, as he moſt. CPU deliver d. 
Adr. The air breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly. 


Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 


Ant. Or, as twere perfum'd by a fen. 
Con. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. Trae, ſave means to live. 
Seb. Of that there's none or little. 
Con. How luſh and luſty the graſs locks ? how green ? 
Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. . 
Seb. With an eye of green in't. 2 aut 
Ant. He miſſes not much. . WY 
Seb. No: he does but miſtake the truth nay | 
Gen. But the rarity of it is, which 3 is ind almoſt 
beyond credit — _ 
Seb. As many voucht rarities are. - 
Gon. That our garments being (as they wore) drench'd 
dog their freſpneſ⸗ and 
SL loſſes; 3 
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gloſles ; being rather new dy d, than ſtain'd with ſalt 
water. 


Ant. If but one of his pockets could ſpeak, would it 
not ſay, he lies ? 


Seb. Ay, or very falſely pocket up his report. 
Son. Methinks, our garments are now as freſh as when 


we put them on firſt in Africl, at the marriage of the 


King's fair daughter Claribel to the King of Tunis. 


Seb. Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well i in 


. Our return. 


Adr. Tunis was never .grac'd before with ſuch a para- 


: gon to their Queen. 
| Gon. Not ſince widow Dids's time. 


Ant. Widow, a pox 0' that : how came that widow 


in? widow Dido! 


__ Seb. What if he had ſaid, widower AEntas too! ? 
Good lord, how you take it! 


Adr. Widow Dido, ſaid you? you wake if 


that : ſhe was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Con. This Tunis, Sir, Was e 

Aar. Carthage 
Con. I aſſure you, Carthage. 
Ant. His word is more than the claus harp. 
Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houſes too. £ 
Ant. What e matter will he make eaſy next? 
Seb. I think, will carry this _ home in his 

pocket, and give it his ſon for an 


forth more iſlands. 
Gon, Ay. 
Ant. Why, in good time. 


Ant. And lowing the kernels. of in the ſea, bring 


Gon. Sir, we. were talking, that a1 our. garments ſcem | 


now as freſh, as when we were at Tunit at the mAITIAge 
of your daughter, who is now Queen. 

Ant. And the rareſt that e er came there. 

Seb. Bate, I beſeech 705. widow Dido! 

Ant. O, widow, Dido ! Mo widow Dido! 
Son. Is not my Hap ir, as freſh. as the firſt day 
1 wore it? I mean, in a ſort. 4 1 

Ant. That ſort was well fiſtrd for. bs 

er. I. C Cox. 
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Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage. 
Alon. You cram theſe words into mine ears againſt 

The ſtomach of my ſenſe. Would I had never 

Married my daughter there! For, coming thence, 

My ſon is loſt; and, in my rate, ſhe too 

| Who is ſo far from Val remov'd, 

I ne'er again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heir 

Of Naples and of Milan, what ſtrange fiſh 

Hath made his meal on thee?? 

Fran. Sir, he may live. 


I ſaw him beat the ſurges under him, 95 


And ride upon their backs; he trod the water ; ; 
Whoſe enmity he flung aſide, and breaſted _ 
The ſurge moſt ſwoln that met him: his bold head 
Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himſelf with his good arms in luſty firokes 

To th' ſnore; that o'er his wave-worn baſis ws 
As ſtooping to relieve him: I not * | 


He came alive to land. 


Alon. No, no, he's gone : 
Seb. Sir, you may thank Twrſelf Br this great "tots 


That would. not bleſs our Exrope with your daughter, © | 


But rather loſe her to an African; 
Where ſhe, at leaſt, is bamiſh'd from your eye, 
Who hath cauſe to wet the grief ont. 

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace. 

| Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 
Buy all of us; and the fair ſout herſelf _ 21 
Weigh'd between lothneſs and obedience, at 


Which end the beam ſhould bow. We've loſt your ſon, 


I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this buſineſs' making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them : 
The fault's your own. 

Alon. So is the deareſt o ch loſs. 

Gon, My lord Seba 1 25 | 
The truth, you ſpeak, doth lack ſome gentleneſs, | 


And time to ſpeak it in: you rub the ſore, 


When you ſhould ng the plaiſter. 
Seb. Very well. 


Ant. 
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4. And moſt chirurgeonly. 
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. | 
Seb. Foul weather? 
Aut. Very foul. 
Son. Had I the plantation of this iſle, my lord. — 
Ant. He'd ſow't with nettle - ſeed. 
Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 
Can. And were the King on't, what Bay I do * 
Seb. Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 
Gon. I' th commonwealth, I would by contraries 


Execute all things: for no kind of traffick 
Would I admit; no name of magiſtrate; 
Letters ſhould not be known; wealth, poverty, 


And uſe of ſervice, none; contract, ſacceflion, 


Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none: 


No uſe of metal, corn, or wine, or oyl; 
No occupation, all men idle, all, 


And women too; but innocent and pure: 
No Sov'reignty. - 


Seb. And yet de would be King on't. | 
Ant. The latter end of his commonyeealth forgets the 


5 beginning. 


Gon. All things i in common nature ſhould produce, 
Without ſweat or endeavour. Treaſon, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have; but nature ſhould bring forth, 


Of its own kind, all foyzon, all abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 


Seb. No marrying mong his ſubjects? 
Ant. None, man; all idle; whores and knaves. 
Gon. I would with ſuch perfection N Sir, 


I' excel the golden age. 


Seb. Save his Majeſty! | 
Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 
Gon. And, do you mark me, Sir? 


Alon. Pr ythee, ao more thou doſt talk nothing to 
me... 


Gon. 1 do well believe your Highnefs ; ;. and did it to 
miniſter occaſion to theſe gentlemen, who are of ſuch 
C 2 ſionſible 
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ſenſible and nimble lungs; that "They always uſe to laogh 
at nothing. 


Ant. Iwas you we laugh'd - At. | 
Gon. Who, in this kind of merry foolin an notping 
fill. 
| Ant. What a blow was there 4 iven 4 
Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long. 5 
Gon. You are gentlemen of brave metal; vou would 
lift the moon out of her ſphere, if ſhe would continue: in 
| it five weeks without changing. 


Enter Ariel, playing ſolemn Bufech. . 
Seb. We would fo, and then go a e 


Ant. Nay, my good lord, be not angry. 
Gon. No, I warrant you, I will not adventure 


very heavy? 
4. Go; n imei thavengs. 85 
Alon. What, all ſo ſoon aſleep > I wiſh, Abe 
Would with themfelves ſnut up my rhooghts: 1 — 
They are inclin'd to do ſo. 
805. Pleaſe you, Sir. 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
It. ſeldom viſits ſorrow; when it . 
It is a comforter. | 
Ant. We two, my lord, 
Will guard your perſon, while youtake woe, 
And watch your ſafety. 
Alon. Thank you: Wond'rous heavy. 


Aae 


DL flees but Seb: and Ant. 


Seb. What a ſtrange drowſineſs poſſeſſes them ? 
Ant. It is the quality o' ch climate. 1 
Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our eye · lids fink ? 1 find not 
Myſelf diſpos d to fle 
Aut. Nor I. my ſpirits are nimdle ; 
They fell together all as by conſent, 
They dropt as by a'thanderiſtroke.. 1 


0 k 1 


to you: ſo you may continue, and h at 


my dif- 
eretion fo weakly ; will you laugh me aſleep, Tor 1 am 
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And yet, methinks, I ſee: it in thy face, 
What thou ſhould'ſ be: th' occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination ſees a crown 
Droppi iure upon thy head. 
Seb. What, art thou waking? 
Ant. Do you nat hear me ITY ?. 
Seb. I do; and, ſurely, 
It is a fleepy language: and thou ſpeak ſt 


Out of thy ſleep : what is it thou didit ſay ? 


This is a ſtrange repoſe, to. be aſleep. 
With eyes wide open : — ein, — 3 
And yet ſo faſt aſleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, 


Thou let ſt thy fortune ſleep: die racker.: winke, 


Whilſt thou art. waking. 


Seb. Thou doſt; ſnore diſtinAly ; 


There's. meaning in thy ſnores. 


Ant. IJ am more ſerious than my cuſtom. You 2 


Muſt be ſo too, if heed me; which to do: 
Trebles thee o'er. (8) 


Seb. Well: I am ſtanding. water. 
Ant. I'll teach you how to How. . 
Seb. Do ſo: to ebb. 


Hereditary. floth. inftrudts me. 


Ant. O! 
If you but knew, how you. the. purpaſe cheriſh, 
Whilſt thus you mock. it; bow, in ſtripping it, 
Vou more Ebert: it, ebbing men, indeed, | 
Moſt often do ſo near. the bottom run. 


By their own fear or ſloth, 


Seb. Pr'ythee, ſay on; 


The ſetting of thine. eye and.cheek. proclaim 


(.) Trebles thee o er.] i. e. makes thee tbrice what thou now 
| art, Thus the two firſt. Folzo's, and all the other Impreſſions 


of any Authority, that I have ſeen, exhibit.the Text; and the 


Phraſe is familiar both to our Pavt, and orher. Stagg: Writers, of 
his Time. 


Troubles l 0 nh Lua. fooliſh Reading, which, I believe, 


firſt got Birth in Mr. Pope's two Editions, of, one, Peet; and, 
I dare ſay, «il ä 


in a proper O ſgurity, 


30 The TREMY YS. 

A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throes thee much to yield. 

Anat. Thus, Sir: 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, an. 
(Who ſhall be of as little memory, 

When he is earth'd ;) hath here almoſt perſuaded. 
(For he's a ſpirit of perſuaſion, only 

Profeſſes to perſuade) the King, his ſon” $ alive; ; 
Tis as impoſlble that he's undrown'd, 
As he, that fleeps here, ſwims. 

Seb. J have no hope, 

That he's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 

What great hope have you? no hope, that way, is 
Another way ſo high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 


But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant, with me, 


That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 

Seb. He's gone. 

A. Then tell me 

Who' s the next heir of Naples 55 

Seb. Clari bel. ä * 
Ant. She that is Queen of Tunis; the that dwells | 
Ten leagues beyond man's life; ſhe that from Naples 
Can have no note, unleſs the ſun were pot, 
(The man i' th' moon's too flow) till new- born chins 
Be rough and razorable ; ſhe, from whom 

We were ſea-ſwallow'd ; tho' ſome, caſt again, 
May by that deſtiny perform an at, | 


Whereof, what's paſt is prologue ; what to come, I 


Is yours and my diſcharge—— 
Seb. What ſtuff is this? how ſay ww; 
Tis true, my brother's daughter s Queen of Tunis, 
So is ſhe heir of Naples; 'twixt which region 
There is ſome. ſpace. 
Ant. A ſpace, whoſe ev'ry cubit 
Seems to cry out, how ſhall that Claribel 
Meaſure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis, 
And let S:baftian wake. Say, this were death 


That now — ſeiz 1 them, why, they were no e 
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Than now they are: there be, that can rule Naples, 


As this Gonzalo; I myſelf could make 


. The mind that J do; what a ſleep was this 


Lou did ſupplant your brother Prof ro. 


And, look, how well my garments ſit upon me ; 
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As well as he that fleeps; lords that can prate 
As amply, and unneceſſarily, 
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A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore » 


For your adyancement ! do you underftand me * || 
Seb. Methinks, I do. | | ab 4 
Ant. And how does your content 4 

Tender your own good fortune 2 
Seh. I remember, 


Ant, Trae: 


Much feater than before. My brother's ſervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Seb. But, for your conſcience —— 
Ant, Ay, Sir; where lyes that ? PEW 
Tf 'twere a kybe, twould put me to my flipper: 
But I feel not this deity in my boſom. [7 
Ten conſciences, that ſtand 'twixt me and Milan, 8 1 
Candy'd be they, and melt, e' er . moleſt! 8 — 
Here lyes your brother | « b 
No better than the earth he lyes upon, _ 
If he were that which now he's like, that's dead; 


. Whoml with this obedient ſteel, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever: you doing thus, 


To the perpetual wink oe ay. might put 


This ancient Morſel, this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe. For all the reſt, 


They'll take ſuggeſtion, as a cat laps milk ; 
They'll tell the clock to any buſineſs, that, 
We ſay, befits the hour, 

Seb. Thy caſe, dear friend, 
Shall be my precedent : as thou got'ſt Milan, 


I'll come by Naples. Draw thy ſword ; one ſtroke. 


Shall free thee from the tribute which thou Pay ſt; 
And I the King ſhall love the. 
Ant. Draw together: 


And when I rear my hand, do you the like 


8 4 To 
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Jo fall it on Gonzalo, 
Seb. O, but one word 


Enter Ariel, with Mufick and Song. 


Ari. My maſter through his art foreſees the danger, 
That you, his friend, are in; and ſends me forth 
(F or elſe his project dies) to keep them living. 
[Simgs 7 in Gonzalo' Fer. 
While you Bere do noaring | 
Open. -ey'd hoe & þ 8 ah 
His time doth take : 
of of life you keep à care, OS 
Shake off ade and beware : 
Aale] awakel 
Ant. Then let us both be ſudden. EL 
Ger. Now, good angels preſerve the King! [T hey ewvabn 


Alon. Why, how now, ho? awake? why aro mw 
drawn ? 


Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 
Son. What's the matter? 

Seb. While we ſtood: here ſecuring g your repoſe; 
Ev n now we heard a hollow burſt of bellowing - 
Like bulls, or rather lions; did 't not wake you? 

It ſtrook mine ear moſt terribly. 

Alon. 1 heard nothing. 

Ant. O, twas a din to fright a-monſter's ear; 
To make an earthquake: ſure, it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

Alan. Heard you this? 

Gon. Upon my honour, Sir, I heard a Humming,. 
And that a ſtrange one too, which did awake me. 
I ſhak'd you, Sir, and cry'd ; as mine eyes o an 
I ſaw their weapons drawn: there was à noi 
That's verity. "Tis beſt we ſtand on guad! 
Or that we quit this place: let's draw our weapons. 

Aun. Lead off this ground, and let's make further 
= ſearch 

For my poor ſon. 

Gon. Heav'ns keep him * theſe beaſts! 
For he is, fure, i' th iſland. 


Alon. 


Alon. Lead ly 
oF Proſper. lord ſhall know What I have done. 
So, King, g2.1 tely on to ſeek thy { on, [Exeunt; 


S C EN E changes to another part of the NMand. 


Enter CN with a Jars of wood; a miſe of thender 


heard. 
Cal. | L L. che infeRions that the fon ſacks up 


T 1 a Gente his ſpirits hear me, 

nd yet I needs muſt curſe. But they'll not pinch, 
Fright me with urchin ſhews, pitch me i' th' mire, 
Nor lead me, like a fire - brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unleſs he bid em; but 
For every trifle are tex ſet upon me. 
Sometimes like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
roo after bite me; then like hedge hogs, which 
| Lye tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Thai pricks at my foot-fall ; ſometime am I | 
All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 
Do hiſs me into madneſs. Lo! now! lo! 


Enter Trinculo. 


Here comes a ſpirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wodd in lowly. . II fall flat; 
Perchance, will not mind me. | 

Trin. Here's neither buſh nor ſhrub to bear off any 
weather at all, and another ſtorm brewing ; I hear it 
ſing i' th' wind : 3 ſame black cloud, "you huge 
one, 9) looks ke a faul bumbard that would ſhed his 


(9) Looks like a foul bumbard.] This Term again occurs in 
| the firſt Part of Henry IV. - 
that buge Bumbard of Sack —and again in Henry VIII. Ard 
| here you lie baiting of Bumbards, when Ye ſhould do Service, By 
theſe ſeveral Paſſages, 'tis plain, the Word meant in thoſe 


Days a large Veſſel for holding Drink, as well as the Piece of 


| Orcnancy ſo call d. 


Ce - 3 liquor. 
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From OB fens, flats, on Profper fall, and 


that fwoln Parcel of Dropfies, 5 
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1 quor. If it ſhould thunder as it did before, 1 know 
not where to hide my head: yond ſame cloud cannot 


chuſe but fall by pailfuls— What have we here, a 
man or a fiſh? dead or alive? a fiſh ; he ſmells like a 
fiſh: a very ancient and fiſh-like ſmell. A kind of, 
not of the neweſt, Poor John: a ſtrange fiſh! Were 1 


in England now, as once I was, and had but this fiſh 
painted, not an holiday-fool there but would give a piece 
of ſilver. There would this monſter make a man; any 


ftrange beaſt there makes a man; when they will not 


give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will- lay out 
ten to ſee a dead Indian. Legg d like a man! and his 
fins like arms! warm, o'my troth! I do now let looſe 


my opinion, hold it no longer, this is no fiſh, but an | 
| HMander that hath lately ſuffer'd by a thunder-bott. Alas! 


the ſtorm is come again. My beſt way is to creep un- 
der his gaberdine : there is no other ſhelter hereabout; 
miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bed-fellows : I will 
| here ſhrowd, till the dregs of the ſtorm be paſt, 
„ Enter Stephano, fenging.. 24 K h 5 
Step. I ſhall no more to. ſea, to ſea, here ſhall I die a. ſpore. 


This is a very ſcurvy tune ta ſing at a man's funeral; 
wh . [Drinks. : 


well, here's my comfort. 
Sings. The maſter, the, fevabber, the boatſwain. and I. 
3 The gunner, and his mate, : W 
Lord Mail, Meg, and Martian, and Margery,, 
But none of us can d fir Kate; 
For fhe had a tongue with a tang,. 

ES Would cry to a ſailer, go hang: 
de low d not- the ſaduousm of tar nor of pitch, 

Tet a taylor might ſcratch ber, where-e er be did itch... 
5 Ten to ſea, boys, and let her go hang, © 

This is a ſcurvy tune too; but here's my 4325 8 


Cal. Do net. torment me, oh. 


t tricks upon's with ſalvages, and men of Inde? ha.; 

have not ſcap'd:drowning, to. be afraid now of your 

four legs; for it hath been ſaid, As proper a man, as 
| | | | | | I ever 


[Drinks 


Step. What's the matter? have we devils here? do yon 
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ever went upon four legs, cannot make him give ground ; 


and it ſhall be ſaid ſo again, while Szephano breathes at 


his noftrils. 

Cal. The ſpirit torments me: oh! _ 

Step. This is ſome monſter of the iſle with four legs, 
who has got, as I take it, an ague : where the devil 
ſhould he learn our language ? I will give him ſome re- 
lief, if it be but for that: if I can recover him, and 
=P him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a 
preſent for any Emperor that ever trod on neats-leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, p'rythee; I'll bring my 


: wood home faſter. So 


Step. He's in his fit now; and does not talk after the 


wiſeſt: he ſhall taſte of my bottle. If he never drunk 
wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit; if I can 


recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take too 
much. for him: he ſhall pay for him, that hath him, 
and that ſoundly.. . 25 


Cal. Thou doſt me yet but little kurt; thou wilt 
anon, I know it, by thy trembling : now Preſper works 
upon thee, 1 


Step. Come on. your ways; open your mouth; here is 
that which will give language to you, Cat; open your 


mouth: this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, 
and that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend; 


open your chaps again. 5 my 
Trin. I ſhould know that voice: it ſhould be 


but he is drown'd; and theſe are deyils ; O! defend 


Step. Four legs and two voices; a moſt delicate mon- 


ſter] his forward voice now is to ſpeak well of his friend; 


his backward voice is to ſpatter foul ſpeeches, and to de- 
tract. If all the wine in my bottle will recover him, 


I will help his ague: come: Amen! I will pour ſome: 
in thy other mouth. e 


Trin. Stephano.·— . „„ 
Step. Doth thy other mouth call me? mercy! mercy! 
this is a devil, and no monſter: I will leave him; I. 


| have no long ſpoon. 


. Tin. 
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Trin. Stepbam ! if thou beeſt Stepbaxo, touch me, and 


your to me; for I am Frinculo; be not afraid, thy good 
riend Trincalo, 


Step. If thou beeſt Triaculo, come forth, I'll pull thee 
dy the leſſer legs: if any be Trinculo's legs, theſe are 


Thou art very Trincalo, indeed: how cam'ſt thou 


to be the fiege of this moon- .calf? can he vent Trinculs s! 
Ti. I took him to be kill'd with a thunder-ftroke : 
but art thou not drown'd, Stephano ? Thape now, thou art 


not drown'd: is the ſtorm over blown ? Ihid me under the 


dead moon- calf's gaberdine, for fear of the ſtorm: and art 


thou living, Stephane? O Stephano, two Neapolitans ſcap'd! 


Step. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about, my ſtomach is 
not conſtant. 
Cal. Theſe be fine ry an if they be not, fright 
that's a brave god, and 
kneel to him. 


ſwear, by this bottle, how thou cam'ſt hither : I eſcap'd 
upon a butt of ſack, which the ſailors heav'd over-board, 


by this bottle which I made of the bark of a tree, 


with mine own hands, fince I was caft a-ſhore. 


Cal. I'll ſwear upon that bottle, to be thy true ſub- 


jeR; for the liquor is not earthly. 
Step. Here: ſwear then, how eſcap'dft thou ? 


Trin. Swom a-ſhore, man, like a duck 3 I can ſwim 


like a duck, I'll be ſworn. 


Step. Here, kiſs the book. Though thou can'ſt ſwim 


like a duck, thou art made like a gooſe. 
Trin. © Stephans, haft any more of this? 


Step. The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a rock by 


ears celeſtial liquor: I will 
Step. How didſt thou ſcape ? how cam'ſt thou hither? 


th ſea-fide, where my wine is hid. How now, moon- | 


calf, how does thine ague? 
Cal. Haſt thou not dropt from heav'n ? 


Step. Out o'th' moon, I do aſſure thee, I was the 


man in th' moon, when time was. 
Cal. I have feen thee in her; and I do adore thee: 
my miftreſs ſhew'd me thee, and thy dog and thy buſh. 
Step. Come, ſwear to that; kiſs the book: I will fur- 

niſh it anon with new contents: ſwear. 


Trin. 


a 
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n By this good light, this is a very ſhallow mon. 
fter : I afraid of him? a very Mallon monſter * 
wan i' th moon? —— a moſt poor credulous monſter: 
well drawn, monſter, in good ſooth; | 
Cal. Tl ſhew thee every fertile inch o'th' Iſle, and 
I will kiſs thy foot: I pr'ythee, be my god. 


Ti. By this light, a moſt perfidious and drunken 


| monſter ; when his god's aſleep, he'll rob his bottle. 
Cal. III kiſs thy foot. III ſwear my ſelf thy ſubject. 
Step. Come on then; down, and ſwear. | 


Trix. I ſhall laugh my ſelf to death at this puppy- 
headed monſter: a moſt ſcurvy monſter ! I could find in 


_ Step. Come, kiſs. 


Trin,——But that the poor monſter's in drink: an 


abominable monſter ! 


Cal. I'll ſhew thee the beſt ſprings ; I'll pluck thee 


Es A 
III fiſh for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I ſerve! 

I'II bear him no more ſticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wond'rous man. 


Trin. A moſt ridiculous monſter, to make a wonder 


of a poor drunkard. 


Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow; 


And I with my long nails will dig thee pig- nuts; 

Shew thee a 9 and inſert hes chat 

To ſnare the nimble marmazet ; I'll bring thee 

To eluſt'ring filberds, and ſometimes I'll get thee 

(10) Young Shamois from the rock. Wilt thou go with 5 
3 8 5 Step. 


| (16) Young Scamels from the rock, ] I can no where elſe meet 
with ſuch a Word as Scamel, which has poſſeſs d all the Edi- 


tions. Shakeſpeare muſt certainly either have wrote Sbamois, 
i. e. young kids: or Sea-malls, The Sea-mall, or Sea-mell, or 
Sea - met (according to Willougbby,) is that Bird, which is call'd 


Larus cinereus minor; it feeds upon Fiſh, and frequents the 


Banks of Lakes. It is not impoſſible, but our Poet might here 
intend this Bird. Or, again, (and which comes near to Scamel, 


in the Traces of the Letters) Ray tells ys of another Bird, 1 * 
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Step. I priythee now, lead the way without any more 
talking. Trinculo, the King and all our company elfe 
being drown'd, we will inherit here. Hear, bear my 
bottle; fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again. 
Cal. [Sings druntenly.] F. arewel , maſter 3 : farewel, 

farewel. 
By in. A howling monſter ; a drinkey monſter. 
Cal. * more dams Tli make for fs, 


or fetch in firing at requiring, 


Nor ſerape trencher, nor wafh- diſh, 
Ban Ban, Cacalyban 


Hat a new maſter, get a newv man. 

Freedom, hey- day! hey-day, freedom freedom, hey- 
day. freedom!  - 

Step. O brave monſter, lead the way. ( 


5 the Stannel, of the Hawk Species. It is. no matter which of, 
the three Readings we embrace, ſo we take a. Word fignifying: 
the Name of ſomething. in Nature. : 


1 © T 11 I. 


8 ol E N E, Before Proſpero”: 4 Gell. 
Enter Ferdinand, bearing 4 *. 


FER DIN AN p. 


H E AE be fome ſports: are painful, but their 

x; our 

Delight in them ſets off: ſome kinds of baſeneſz 

Are nobly undergone, and moſt poor matters 

Point to rich ends. This my mean task wou d be 

As heavy to me, as tis odious: but 

The miſtreſs, which J ſerve, quickens What's dead, 

And makes my labours pleaſures: O, ſhe is 

Ten times more gentle, than her. father's crabbed'; 

And he's compos'd of harſhneſs. I muſt move 

Some thouſands of theſe logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a "ow Injunction. My ſweet miſtreſs 


Weeps 
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Weeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays, ſuch baſeneſs 

Had ne'er like executer ; I forget ; ; 

But theſe ſweet thoughts do ev 'n refreſh my labour, 
Moſt buſie- leſs, when I do it. (11) 


Enter Miranda; and Proſpero, at a 4 Nance whſeen, 


Mira. Alas, now, pray you, 
Work not ſo hard ; I would the lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe logs, that thou'rt enjoin'd to pile: 
Pray, ſet it down and reſt you; when this burns, 
_*Twill weep for having wearied you: my father 
Is hard at ſtudy; pray now, reſt your ſelf x 
_ He's ſafe far theſe three hours. 
Fer. O moſt dear miſtreſs, 
The ſun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I muſt ſtrive to da. 
Mira. If you'll fit down, 
Til bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that; 
Flt carry't to the pile. 
Fer. No, precious creature, 
Tad rather crack my ſinews, break my 1 
Than you ſhould ſuch diſhonour OI. 
While I fit lazy by. - | 
Mira. It would become me, 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould 45 it 
With much more eaſe; for my good will! is to it, 
And yours it is againſt. 
Pro. Poor worm! thou art infected; * 
This viſitation ſhews it. 
Mira. You look wearily.. | 
Fer. No, noble miſtreſs ; 'tis freſh morning with me, 
When you are by at night. I do beſeech you, 


{ (12) Leaſt buſſe when J do it.] This Reading, I preſume, to 


be Mr. Pope's.; for I do not find it 2 91 the 825 2 
The two firſt Folio s read :: | 

| Moſk buſy leaft, when T do ir. 
'Fis true, this Reading is corrupt; but: the Corruption is ſo very | 
little remov'd from: the Truth of: the Text, that I can't afford: 


wn. 1.58 acity. foy kaving over it. 
| do think — of my o 8 ! Chiefy 
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(Chiefly that I might ſet i it in my prayers) 
What is your name? 
Mira. Miranda. O. my father, 
I've broke your heſt to ſay ſa, 
Fer. Admir'd Miranda 


Indeed, the top of admiration; worth 


What's deareſt to the world ! full many a lady 
Pye ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th' harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 


Brought my too diligent ear; for ſeveral virtues 
Have I lik d ſeveral women, never any 


With ſo full foul, but ſome defect in her 

Did quarrel with the nobleſt grace ſhe wd, 

And put it to the foil. But you, O you, 

So perfect, and ſo peerleſs, are created 

Of every creature's beſt. 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my ſex; no woman's face remember, 

Save from my olaſs mine own; nor have I ſeen 

More that I may call men, than you, good friend, 

And my dear father ; how features are abroad, 
I'm skilleſs of; but, by my modeſtly, 

(The jewel in my dower) I would not wiſh 

Any companion in the world but you; 

Nor can imagination form a ſha 

Beſides your ſelf, to like of. But I prattle 


Something too wildly, and my father's Precepts 
I therein do forget. 


Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A Prince, Miranda; I do think, a King; 1 
| (I would, not ſo !) and would no more endure 
This wooden ſlavery, than I would ſuffer 
The fleſh-flie blow my mouth. Hear my ſoul ſpeak ; 
The very inſtant that I ſaw you, did 
My heart fly to your ſervice, there reſides 

| To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake 

Am I this patient log- man. 

Mira. Do you love me? 


Fer. O heav'n, O earth, bear witneſs to this ſound, 


000 crown what I profeſs with kind event, 


— - * * 


The TEM ERST. i 4 


If r ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 


What beſt is boaded me, to miſchief! I, 


Beyond all limit of what elſe i'th world, 


Do love, prize, honour you. 
Mira. I am a fool, 


To weep at what I'm glad of. 


Pro. Fair encounter 
Of two moſt rare affeQions ! heav'ns rain grace, | 


On that which breeds between. 'em! 


Fer. Wherefore weep. you ! 
Mira. At mine-unworthineſs, that dare not offer, 


What I deſire to give; and much leſs take, 
What F ſhall die to want: but this is rrifling; 


And all the more it ſeeks to hide it ſelf, 
The bigger bulk it ſtews. Hence, baſhful. cunning y 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence; 


T am your wife, if you will marry me; 


If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow. 


You may deny 51 ; but I'll” be your ſervant, 
Whether you will or no, 


Fer, My miſtreſs, deareſt, 


And I a humble ever. 


Mira. My husband then? 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 


As bondage e'er of freedom ; here's my bad. 


Mira. And mine, with my heart! in't; and now farewel, 


Till half an hour hence. 


Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. Cxcunt. 
Pro, So glad of this as they, I cannot =—_ 


Who are ſurpriz d withal ; but my rejoicing. 


At nothing can be more. I'll to my book; 


For yet, ere ſupper-time, muſt J perform 3 
Much buſineſs appertaining. Exit. 


SCENE changes to another part of the Iſland. 


Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 


Step. 1 not me; when the butt is out, we will 


drink water, not a drop before; therefore bear 


up, and board 'em, ſervant- monſter ; j drink to me. = 
Tin, 


12 The TEMPEST. 


Trin. Servant · monſter! the folly of this land! they 


fay, there's but five upon this iſle; we are three of them, 
if the other two be brain'd like us, the ſtate totters. 


Step. Drink, ſervant-monſter, when I bid thee ; thy | 


eyes are almoſt ſet in thy head. 


Tiin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe ?. he were a brave 


monſter indeed, if they were ſet in his tail. 
Step. My man-monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 


ſack : for my part, the ſea cannot drown me. I ſwam, 
ere I could recover the ſhore, five and thirty leagues, off 


and on; by this light, thou ſhalt be my lieutenant, mon- 
Ker, or my ſtandard. _ 

Frin. Your lieutenant, if you lit; he's no ſtandard. 
Step. We'll not run, monſieur monſter. 8 


Trin. Nor go neither: but N lie like dog, and | 


yet ſay nothing neither. 


Step. Moon-calf, ſpeak once in thy life, if thou beeſt 


2 good moon- 
Cal. How does thy honour ? let me lick thy Moe; ; 
III not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 


Trin. Thou lieſt, moſt ignorant monſter, I am in caſe | 
to juſtle a conſtable ; why, thou deboſh'd fiſh thou, was 
there ever a man a coward that hath drunk ſo much 


ſack as I to-day? wilt thou tell a monſtrous lie, being 

but half a fiſh, and half a monſter ? 
| a 171 Lo, how he mocks me: wilt thou let him, my 

> | 
Trin. Lord, quoth he chat a monſter ſhould be ſuch 

a natural! 
Cal. Lo, lo, again; bite him to death, I pr'ythee. 
Step. Trinculo, keep a Fes dod tongue in your head; if 
you prove a mutineer, the next tree————the poor 
monſter's my ſubject, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity. 
Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas d to 
hearken once again to the ſuit I made to thee? 


Step. Marry, will I; kneel and * it; [ will ſtand, 


and fo ſhall Trinculo. 


Enter 


kd ld 


band hed had 


Iz would, my valiant maſter would defiroy thee ; 
I do not lie. 


But this thing dares not. ——) 


Where thou may ſt knock a nail into his head. 


I do beſeech thy greatneſs, give him blows, 
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yy | Enter Ariel invifible. 


Cal. 11 told thee before, I am ſubje& to a tyrant, 


a ſorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of tho 
Iſland. 


Ari. Thou leſt. 5 
Cal. Thou lieſt, thou jeſting . thou; 


Step. Trinculo, if you trouble * any more in's tale, 
by this hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, I ſaid nothing. 

Step. Mum then, and no more; proceed. 

Cal. I ſay, by wo he got this iſle ; 


From me he got it. If thy greatneſs will i | 


Revenge it on him, (for, I know, thou dar't, 


Step. That's moſt certain. N 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be lord of } it, and PI ſerve thee. 


Step. How now ſhall this be compalt? canſt thou bring 
me to the party? 


Cal. Vea, yea, my Yord, Pl yield him thee aſleep, 


Ari. Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. . 
Cal. What a py'd ninny's this? thou ſcurvy patch ! 


And take his bottie from. him; when that's gone, 


He ſhall drink nought but brine, for I'll not ſhew him 


Where the quick freſhes are. 

Step. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt 
the monſter one word further, and, by this hand, IL. 
turn my mercy out of doors, and make a ſtock-fiſh of 


thee. 


Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing ; ; ** go fur- 


ther off. 


' Step. Didit thou not ſay, he h d? 
Ari. Thou lieſt, 


Step. Do I ſo? take you that. [Beats hims 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. 


Trin. 


| 
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Tin. I did not give thee the lie; out o your wits, 
and hearing too? A pox o your bottle! this can ſack 
and drinking da. A murrain on your mou. and the 
devil take your fingers 1 
r 5 
Step. Now, forward wi 5 your tale; pr der ſtand 
further of, 
Cal. Beat him enough; after * little time 
I'll beat him too. 
Step. Stand further. Come, proceed. 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, tis a cuſtom with h him 
T'th afternoon to ſleep ; there thou may'ft brain him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his books: or with al 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a flake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife, Remember, 
Firſt to poſſeſs his books; for without them 
He's but a fot, as Iam; nor hath not 
One ſpirit to command: They all do hate him, 
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books; 
He has brave utenſils, (for ſq he calls Ra, 
Which when he has an houſe, he'll deck wi 
And that moſt deeply to canfider, is 
The beauty of his daughter; he himſelf- 
Calls her a non-pareil: I ne'er ſaw woman, 
But only Sycorax my dam, and ſhe : 
But ſhe as far ſurpaſſes, Sycorax, 
As greateſt does the leaſt. 
Szep. Is it ſo brave a Laß? 
Cal. Ay, lord; the will become. thy bed, T warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Step. Monſter, I will kill this man: his daughter aud | 
I wi be King and Queen, ſave our Graces : and Trinculo | 
and thy ſelf ſhall be Vice · Roys. Doſt thou like the plot, 
Trincula? | 
Trin. Excellent. 
Step. Give me thy hand; I am WY? I beat thee: but, 
while thou liv'ſt, keep a good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be aſleep ; 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then? 
Step. Ay, on my honour. 


Ari: 
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Ari. This will I tell my maſter. 
Cal. Thou mak ſt me merry; I am full of pleaſure; 


Let us be jocund. Will you troul che catch, 
You taught me but while- ere? 


Step. At thy requeſt, monſter, I will do W any 
reaſon: come on, Trinculo, let us ſing. (Sings. 


Flout em, and out em: and out em, and felt em; 
thought is free. 


Cal. That's not che tune. 


[Ariel plays thi Tune 0 on a Tabor and Pipes | 


Step. What is this ſame? _ 
Trin. This is the tune of our catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of no-body. 
Step. If thou beta man, ſhew thy ſelf in the likeneſs; 
If thou be'ſt a devil, take't as thou liſt. 
Trin. O, forgive me my fins ! 
Step. He that dies, pays all debts : I defic thee. Mercy 
upon 1 
Cal. Art thou afraid? 
Step. No, monſter, not F- 
Cal. Be not afraid; the iſle is fa of. of noiſes, Tn 
Sounds, and ſweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thouſand twanging inſtruments 
Will hum about mine ears, and ſometimes voices ; 3 
That, if I then had wak'd after long ſleep, 
Will make me ſleep again ; and then in dreaming, 
The clouds, methought, will open, and ſhew riches 
Ready to drop upon me; then when 1 wak d, | 
Jery'd to dream again. 
Step. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where 
I ſhall have my muſick for nothing. 
Cal. When Proſper is deſtroy d. 
c * Step. That ſhall be by and by: I remember the ſtory. 
. Tin. The found is going away; let's follow it, and 
after do our 'work. 


Step. Lead, monſter; we'll follow. ' would I could 


ſee this taborer. He "Wha s it on. 


Tris, Wilt come ? If follow befke. Ike. 


SCENE 


Ont ger ene ee Os ns 
2 
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S CEN E changes to another part of the Wand. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, n 
Franciſco, SO. 


| Gon. v R bin, I can, go no further, Sir, | 
My old benes ake: here's a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-rights and meanders! by your patience, 
I needs muſt reſt me, 
Alon. Old lord, 1 cannot blame thee, 
Who am myſelf. attach'd with wearineſs, _ 
Jo th'dulling of my ſpirits : ſit down and reſt. 
Ev'n here I will put off my hope, and keep | it 
No longer for my flatterer: he is drowu'd, 
Whom thus we ſtray to find, and che ſea mocks 
Our fruſtrate ſearch on land. Well, let him g. 
Ant. I am right glad that he's ſo out of hope. 
Do not, for one repulſe, forego _ ae N 
That you reſolv'd t' effect. 
Seb. The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 


Ant. Let it be to night; | 
For, now they are opprefs'd with travel bs 
Will not, nor cannot, uſe ſuch vigilance, Wes 

As when they're freſh. 


Seb. I ſay, to night: no more. 


gelen and ſtrange mafic; and Proſpero on the top, ina 
fible. Enter ſeveral firange ſhapes, bringing in a bar- 
guet; and dance about it with gentle actions of ſalutation.; 
and, inviting the King, &C. to eat, they depart. 


Alon. What harmony is this? my good friends, hark ! 

Gon. Marvellous ſweet muſick ! 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heaven] what were theſe? 

Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe, 
That there are unicorns ; that, in Arabia WEE: 
There is one tree, the dow throne ; one ir | 
At this hour reignin a 3, 13 me 
Ant. I'll believe N 55 
And what does elſe _ come to me, 


And 
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And I'll be ſworn 'tis'true. Travellers ne'er r did lie, 


Though fools at home condemn ' em. 
Gon. If in Naples 


1 ſhould report this now, an they believe me 2 
If I ſhould ſay, I ſaw ſuch iſlanders: 
(For, certes, theſe are people of the iſland) 
Who tho' they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation y ſhall find 
Many; nay, almoſt any. 
Pro. Honeſt lord, | 
Thou haſt faid well; for Wade of you there preſent 
Are worſe than devils. + 1q 
Alen. I cannot too much muſe, | 
Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound, an 
(Although they want the uſe of a kind 
Of excellent dumb diſcourſe. 
Pro. Praiſe, in departing. —— 
Fran.” They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 
Seb. No matter, ſince | 
| They ve left their viands behind; for we have ſtomachs. 
Will 't pleaſe you taſte of what 1s here TY: 
- Mon. Net I. 


Gon. Faith, Sir, you need not fear. When \ wewere « boys 


Who would believe, that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapt like bulls, whoſe throats had hanging at 'em 

_ Wallets of fleſh, or that there were ſach men, 

Whoſe heads ſtood in their breafts ? which now we find, 


Each putter out on five for one will bring us ( 12) 
Good wartant of. 


1 * 4 5 7 1 + . - 


(12) Py porter out of fue for ne —] By the Variation 
of a fingle Letter, I think, I have fet the Text right ; and will 
therefore now proceed to explain it. I freely confeſs, that 1 
once underſtood this Paſſage thus; that every fe, Travellers (or 
Putters out) did bring authentick Confirmation of theſe Stories, 


for one that pretended to diſpute the Truth of them : But com- 
municating my Senſe of the Place to two ingenious Friends, 1 


found, 1 was not at the Bottom of the Meaning. Mr. Warburten 
obſery'd to me, that this was a fine Piece of conceal d Satire on 
| e 
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Alon. 1 will ſtand to, and feed, 
Although my laſt; no matter, ſince 1 6 
The beſt is paſt. Brother, my lord the Duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. 


Thunder and ligbining. Enter Ariel hike a- haryy, laps : 
bis wings upon the table, ws with E quent device the 0 
banquet vaniſhes. 


Ari. You are three men of ſin, 1 deſtiny 

(That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 
And what is in't) the never-ſurfeited ſea 
Hath cauſed to belch up; and on this Iſland 
Where man doth not-inhabit, you mongſt men 
Being moſt unfit to live. I have made you mad; 
And ev'n with ſuch like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper ſelves. You fools! J and my fellows 
Are minifters of fate ; the elements, | 
Of whom your ſwords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at ſtabs 

Kill the ſtill-cloſing waters, as diminiſh _ 
One down that's in my plume : my fellow-miniſters 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, | 
Your ſwords are now too maſſie for your ſtrengths, 
And will not be up- lifted. But remember, 
For that's my buſineſs to you) that you three 
From Milan did ſupplant good Proſper : 
Expos'd unto the ſea (which hath requit it) 
Him, and his e child: for which foul decd 
The powers delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens'd the feas an ſhores, yea, all the creatures, 


the Voyagers of that Time, who had zuſt difcover'd a new 
World; and, as was very natural, grew moſt extravagant in 
diſplaying the Wonders of it. That, particularly, by Each Putter 
owt of Five for One, was meant the Adventurers in the Diſcovery 
of the W:f-Indies, who had for the Money they advanc'd and 
contributed, 20 per Cent. Dr. Thirlby did not a little aſſiſt 
this Explanation by his Concurrence, and by inſtructing me, 


chat it was uſual in thoſe Times for Travellers to put out Money, 


to receive a greater Sum. if they liv*d to return ; and, for Proof, 


he referr'd OI 8 Itinerary, Part I. g. 198, Sc. 
Againſt 


Apainſt your peace : . of "RY "A „ 
They 1 have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 
Ling'ring .perdition, 'worſe than any death 
Can be at once, ſhall Rep by ſtep attend 


You and your ways ; whoſe wrath to guard you from, 


(Which here in this moſt deſolate Iſle elſe falls 


Upon your heady). is Wing but bears $ aer, 
And a clear life en ſuing, 


5 4s WS 


— 4 


He Lie reg in thunder: "Th, to "= oft 3 By os the | 


Shapes again, an _—_ with r and moves, and 
carrying out the table 


Pro. Bravely the figure of this harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel; à grace it had, 33 : 


Of my inſtruction haſt thou nothin 0. by "bat ted, 
In what thou hadſt to ſay : ſo wit good life, 
And obſeryation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 


Their ſeveral kinds haye done; 7 An hs charms, work, 


And theſe, rhine' enemies; are al 
In. their diſtractions: they are in my „ 
And in 'theſe fits I leave them, whi I viſit 


2 Ferdinimd, (whom they ſappoſe i is Movnd) 
And 


is and 1 10d darling. 


[Exit Proſpero From PSY 
Cons r the name of e mY Sir, why ſtand | 
: JU, "1 P 3 
In this ſtrange ſtare? FF 
Alm. O, {i 1s edi? Slandrous 1. 


_ Methoughts, the billows ſpoke, and told me of it ; 
The winds did fing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 


The Name of Proſper : it did baſe my treſpaſs. 
Therefore, my ſon i th ooze is bedded ; and 
1H ſeek him deeper than eber fe ſounded, 


Seb. But one fiend at a ne, 
I'H fight their legions Oer. 

Ant. 1'll be thy ſecond. of Prone; 5 

Gon. All three of them are deſperate; their great guilt, 
Like poiſon giv'n to work a great time after, 


Vor. I, D IO Now ; 
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Now gins to bite the ſpirits. I do beſeech you, 
That are of ſuppler joints, follow them ſwiftly ; 
And hinder them from what this eeſtaſie 
May now provoke them to. , 


1 Aari. Follow, I pray you. 25 LExeunt. 


A 
SCENE, Proſpero's Cell. 
Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda, 

kee 


1 I have too auſterely E you, 


Your compenſation makes amends ; for 1 


Have giv'n you here a thread of mine own life; (13 


Or that for which I live; whom once again 

I tender to thy hand ; all thy vexations 

Were but my tryals of thy love, and thou 
Haſt ftrangely ſtood the teſt. Here, afore heaven, 
I ratify this my rich gift: O Ferdinand. ; 
De not ſmile at me, that I boaſt her off; 

For thou ſhalt find, ſhe will outſtrip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. + 


Have piv'n you bere a third of my own life,] Thus all the 
Impreffions in general; but why is She only a Third of his own 
Life? He had no Wife living, nor any other Child, to rob her 
of a Share in his Affection: So that we may reckon her at leaſt 
balf of himſelf, Nor could he intend, that he loy'd himſelf 


twice as much as he did her z for he immediately ſubjoins, that 


| it was She for cobom be liv'd. In Othello, when Togo alarms the 
Senator with the loſs of his Daughter, he telle him, 
Your Heart is burſt, you bave loft half your Soul. 
And Dimidium anime mea was the current Language with the 
Lines on ſuch Occaſions, 1 | 
| | ere 


3 


1 6 Fe 


} 


| Sit then, and talk with her, the is thine own. 
W hat, Ariel z My induſtrious {ſerv ant, Ariel. 


Againſt an oracle. 


All ſanctimonious ceremonies may 

With full and holy Rite be miniſter d, 

No ſweet aſperſions ſhall the heav'ns let fall 
To make this contract grow: but barren hate, 


That you ſhall hate it both: therefore take heed, 


With ſuch love as tis now; the murkieſt den, 
| The moſt opportune place, the ſtrong'ſt ſuggeſtion 


When I ſhall think or Phabur' feeds are founder'd, 


| Some vanity of mine art; it is my promiſe, 
And they expect it from me. 


; Aud breathe twice; and cry, ſo, io; 
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Fer. J believe it, COR 
Pro. Then as my gift, and thine own acquiſition | 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter. But 
If thou doſt break her virgin-knot, before 


Sour-ey'd diſdain, and difcord ſhall beſtre “ 
The union of your bed with weeds ſo loathly, 


As Hymen's lamps ſhall light you, 
Fer. As I hope „„ 
For quiet days, fair iſſue, and long life, 


Qur worſer Genius can, ſhall never melt 
Mine honour into luſt; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration, 
Or night kept chain'd below. 
Pro, Fairl ſpoke. 


Enter Ariel. 


Ari. What would my potent maſter ? here I am. 
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your laſt ſervice 
Did worthily perform ; and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch another trick; go, bring the rabble, 
O'er whom I give thee power, here to this place: 
Incite them to quick motion, for I mutt | 
Beſtow upon the eyes of this young couple 


Ari. Preſently ? | 


Pro, Ay, with a twink, | | 
Ari. Before you can ſay, Come, and go, 
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Fach one, tripping on his toe, 
Will be here with mop and mow. | 
Do you love me, maſter? no? 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariz! ; do not approach, 5 
Till thou doſt hear me call. 

Ari. Well, I conceive. Exit. 
Pro. Look, thou be true; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein; the ſtrongeſt oaths are ſtra “r? 
To th' fire i' th blood: be more ae 
Or elſe, good- night, your vow !: 
Fer. 1 warrant, you, Sir; 

The white, cold, virgin - ſnow upon my heart 

Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. Well. | 7 
Now come, my Ariel; bring a corollary, - ' 

Rather than want a ſpirit 3 ; appear, and pertly 
No tongue 3 ; all eyes ; ; be ſilent. | bu o Ferdinand. 


25 Muaſel. 5 
4 MASQUE. Enter Iris. 


Tris. Ceres, moſt bounteous lady, thy rich has 
Of wheat, rye, barley, fetches, oats, and peaſe; 

Thy turfy mountains, here live nibling ſheep, 
1 And flat meads thatch'd with ſtover, them to Keep 3 3 
Thy banks with pioned, and tulip'd brims, 
Which ſpungy April at thy heſt betrims, 


To make cold nymphs chaſte crowns ; and thy broom- 
oves, 


Whoſe adow the diſmiſſed batchelor "yy 
Being laſs-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard, 
And thy ſea marge ſteril, and rocky hard, . 
Where thou thy ſelf do'ſt air; the Queen o' th *, 
Whoſe wat'ry arch and meſſenger r 
Bids\thee leave theſe; and with her Sov' reign Grace, 
Here on this graſs-plot, in this very place, | 
To come and ſport ; her peacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


Enter 


If Venus or her fon, as thou doſt know, 


Her and her blind boy's ſcandab d company 


Be not afraid; I met her deity 
Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to have done 
Whoſe vows are, that no bed- right ſhall be paid 


Mars's hot minion 1s return'd again; 
Her waſpiſh-headed ſon has broke his arrows; 


And be a boy right, out. 


and honour'd i in their iſſue. 
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Euter Ceres. © 
| Cer. Hail, many colour'd meſſenger, that ne'er 
Doſt diſobey the wife of Jupiter: 
Who, with thy ſaffron wings, upon my Loewen 
Diffuſeſt honey drops, refreſhing ſhowers ; 
And with each end of thy blue bow doſt crown 
My bosky acres, and my unſhrub'd down, 
Rich ſcarf to my proud earth; why hath thy Queen 
Summon'd me hither, to this ſhort-graſs green? 
Tris. A contract of true love to celebrate, 
And ſome donation freely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd lovers. % 
Cer. Tell me, heav'nly bow, 


Do now attend the Queen: ſince they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got, 


J have forſworn. 
Iris. Of her ſociety. 


Cutting the clouds towards Paphos, and her how -” 


Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 


Till Hymen s torch be lighted; but in vain 


Swears, he will ſhoot no more, but play with ſparrows, 


Cer. High Queen of ſtate, 
Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gate. 
Juno deſcends, and enters. 
Jun. How does my beauteous ſiſter? go with me 
To bleſs this twain, that they may proſp rous be, - 


8 un. Honour, riches, marriage bleſſin 
Long continuance and increaſin that 
Howrly joys be flill upen you! 
Juno ings her 3 iNgs on * : 
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Cer, Earth's increaſa, and foyfon-plenty, (14) 
Barn and garners never empty, 
Fines, with cluftring bunches growing, 
Plants, with goodly burthen | aw 15 
Spring come to you, at the fartheſt, 
In the very end of harveſt! © . 
Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun you ; 
Ceres" ble/ſing fo is on you. 
Fer. This is a moſt majeſtick viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly : may I be bold 
To think theſe ſpirits ? . 5 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 2 
I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My preſent fancies. Cr 
Fer. Let me live here ever; 
So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife, 
Make this place paradiſe. 
Pro. Sweet now, ſilence: 
Juno and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly ; | 
There's ſomething elſe to do; huſh, and be mute, 
Or elſe our ſpell is marr'd. EY 
Juno and Ceres æubiſper, and fend Iris on imployment. 
Lit. You nymphs, call'd Nayads, of the winding 
J 5 | 2 
With your ſedg'd crowns, and ever-harmleſs looks, 
Leave your criſp channels, and on this green land 
Anſwer your ſummons, June does command: 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love; be not too late. 


54 


Enter certain Nymphs. 


You ſun-burn'd ficklemen, of Auguſt weary, 

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry; 
(. 4) EartÞ's increaſe, ] All the Editions, that I have ever ſeen, 
concur in placing this whole Sonnet to June: but very abſurdly, 
in my Opinion. I believe, every accurate Reader, who is ac- 
quainted with poetical Hiſtory, and the diſtin Offices of theſe 
two Goddeſſes, and who then ſeriouſly reads over our Author's 
Lines, will agree with Me, that Ceres's Name ought to have 
been placed where 1 have now prefix'd it. 1 | 
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Make holy-day; your rye-ſtraw hats put on, YR 
And theſe freſh nymphs encounter every one | 


In country footing. 


Enter _ reapers, properly are; they join with the 
s in a praceful dance; toawaras the end whereof, 
8 pero farts ſuddenly, and ſpeaks ; after which, to * 


Afrange, hollow — confuſed noiſe, they vaniſh heavily. 


Pro. I had forgot that foul conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Caliban, and his confed'rates, 
Againſt my life ; the minute of their plot. 
1 almoſt come. Well done, avoid; no more. 
Fier. This is moſt ſtrange; your father's in lome Paſſion 
That works him ſtrongly. 
Mira. Never till this day 
Saw I him touch'd with anger ſo diftemper d. 
Pro. You look, my ſon, in a mov'd fort, 
As if you were diſmay'd ; be chearful, Sir: 
Our revels now are ended: theſe our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all ſpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air; 
And, like the baſeleſs fabrick of this viſion, + 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
'The ſolemn temples, the great globe it ſelf, 
Yea, all, which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve: 
And, like this inſubſtantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind! we are fuch ſtuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a ſleep.— Sir, I am vext; 
Bear with my weakneſs, my old brain is troubled : 
Be not diſturb'd with my infirmity : 
If thou be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 
And there repoſe : a turn or two PI walk, 
To ſtill my beating mind. 


Fer. Mira. We wiſh your peace. [Exe. Fer. and Mirag 


Pro. Come with a thought; — I thank FOR ne 
Ariel, come. 


Proſpero comes forward from the Cell; enter Ariel to him. 
Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to; what's thy pleaſure? 
df 2D: 4 Pre 


/ 


. 
| 
1 
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Fairy, has done little better than plaid the Jack with us. 


l 


Pro. Spifit, e 
We muſt prepare to meet with Caliban. | 1 
Ari. Ay, my commander; when J preſented Cæres, 


I thought to have told thee of itz but 1 fear' d, 


Left I might anger thee. 


Pro, Say again, where didſt thou leave theſe varlets * 
Asi. I told you, Sir, they were red hot with drinking; 
So full of valour, that they ſmote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kiſſing of their feet; yet always bending : 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor, *" 
At which, like unbackt colts, they prickt their ears, 
Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noſes, 
As they ſmelt muſick ; ſo I charm'd their ears, 


That, calf-like, they my lowing follew'd through _ 
Tooth'd briars, ſharp furzes, pricking goſs and thorns, 


Which enter'd their frail ſhins : at Taft I left them 


Pth' filthy mantled pool beyond your cell, 


There dancing up to th' chins, that the foul lake 


O'er-ſtunk their feet. 


Pro. This was well done, my bird;  * 


Thy ſhape inviſible retain thou fill ; 


The trumpery in'my houſe, go bring it hither, 


For ſtale to catch theſe thieves, 


Ari. I go, Igo. E 
Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whoſe nature | 
Nurture can never ftick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite loſt ; 

And, as with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers ; I will plague then all, 


Even to roaring: come, hang them on this line. 


© [Profpero remain: inviſible. 


Enter Ariel 1 bib gliſtering apparel, &c. Ent r 


Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 
Cal. Pray you, tread ſoftly, that the blind mole may 
1 mac” „ „„ 0 
Hear a ſoot fall; we now are near his cell. Wy 
Step. Monſter, your Fairy, which you ſay is a harmleſs 


77. 


— 
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2 rin. Monſter, I do ſmell all horſe- piſs, at which my 
noſe i is in great indignation, 
Step. So is mine: do you hear, Wende if 1 mould 
take a diſpleaſure againſt you; look you=—— 
Trin. Thowwer't but a loſt monſter. _ 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy fayour Rill : 

Be patient, for the prize, I'll bring thee to, 
Shall hood-wink this miſchance; therefore, ſpeak aber 
All's huſht as midnight yet. 

Trin. Ay, but to loſe our bottles in the pool, 

Step. There is not only diſgrace and diſhonour 1 in that, 
monſter, but an infinite loſs, 

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : vet this: 
is your harmleſs Fairy, monſter. 

Step. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears, 
for my labour. 

Cal. Pr'ythee, my King, be quiet : ſeeſt thou here, 
This 3 is the mouth o' th' cell; no > nolls, and enter; 
Do that goed miſchief, which may make this Hands 
Thine own for ever; and I, thy Caliban, | 
For ay thy foot-licker. 

Strep. Give me thy hand: 1 do begin to have bloody 
thoughts. f 

Trin. O Kin g Stephano! O peer! O- worthy Stephane * 
Lock, What a 3 here is for thee! 

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool, it is but traſh. : 

Jein. Oh, oh, monſter; we know what belongs to a 
frippery IRE?” King Stephano / 

Step. Put off. that gown, Trincula; by this hand, ru 
have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace ſhall have it. 

Cal. The dropſie drown this fool! what 85 you: mean, 
To doat thus on ſuch luggage ? let's along, 

And do the murder firſt: if he awake, 
From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches; 3. 
Make us ſtrange ſtuff. 

Step. Be you quiet, monſter. Miſtreſs line, is not 
this my jerkin > now is the jerkin under the line: now,. 
_ you are like to loſe your hair, and prove a bald 


Jerk. 


D/ 5 | Trins. 
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| Trin. Do, do 3 We ſteal by line and level, and't Ie 


your Grace, g 5 
Step. I thank thee for that jeſt, here's a garment for't : 


wit ſhall not go unrewarded, while I am King of this 
country: ſteal by line and level, is an excellent 


paſs of 
pate; there's another's garment for't. 5 
Trin. Monſter, come, put ſome lime upon your fin- 
gers, and away with the reſt. Es | 
Cal. I will have none on't ; we ſhall loſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 5 | 
Step. Monſter, lay to your fingers; help to bear this 
away, where my h of wine is, or I'll turn you out 
of my kingdom; go to, carry this. 
Fin. And this 
Step. Ay, and this. 


A noiſe of hunters Beard. E. We Averr ſpirits in ſhape of 
- Bounds, hunting them about ; Proſpero and Ariel ſetting 
them on. Calib. Steph. and Trinc. driven aut, roaring. 


Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey, 
Ari. Silver; there it goes, Silber. 3 
Pro. Fury, Fury; there, Tyrant, there; hark, hark; 
Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry eonvulſions; ſhorten up their ſinews 
With aged cramps ; and more pinch- ſpotted make them, 


Than pard, or cat o' mountain. 
Li. Bark, they TOAr, | 9 


Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly, At this hour 
Lye at my mercy all mine enemies: 
Shortly ſhall- all my labours end, and thou 

Shalt have the air at freedom; for a little, 


Follow, and do-me ſervice. [I [Exaunt. 


a2 


ACT. 


„ OE." 


8 CE N E, before the Cell. 
Enter „ Profpero i in his magick Robes, and Ariel. 


ProSPERO, 


o does my project gather to a head x 


My - charms crack not; my ſpirits obey, and 
time 


Goes upright with his carriage: hew's the day > 
Ari. On the faxth hour, at which time, my — 
| You ſaid, our work ſhould ceaſe, 

Pro. I did yo; 

When firſt I rais'd the tempeſt; fp, my ſpirit, 

How fares the King and 5 followers ? 

Ari. Confin'd 

In the ſame faſhion as you gave in chan 

Juf as you left them, all your priſoners, ir, | 

n the Zime-Grove which weather-fends your cell. 

They cannot budge, till your releaſe. The King, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted; 
And the 3 mourning over them, 
Brim- full of ſorrow and diſmay ; but, chiefly, 

Him that you term'd the good old lord Gonzalo. 

His tears run down his beard, like winter drops 

From eaves of reeds; your charm fo ſtrongly works em. 


That if you now beheld them, your afteQtians 
Would become tender.. 


Pro. Doſt thou think ſo; fpirit 7 
Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 
Pio. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou, which, art but air, a touck, a feeling, 
Of their afflictions, and ſhall not myſelf, 
One of their kind, that reliſh all as. ſharply, 
Paſſion as 1 de kindlier moy'd than thou art ? 


The? 
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'Tho' with their high wrongs I am ſtruck to-th' quick, 
Yet, with my nöbfer reaſon, gainſt my fury 

Do I take part; the rarer action is 

In virtue than in vengeance; they being penitent, 

The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 

Not a frown further; go, releaſe them, Ariel; 

My charms I'll break, their ſenſes I'll _ 
Aid they ſhall be themſelves. 


Ari. T'll fetch them, Sir. y "Tate, 
Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, ſanding lakes and: 
groves, | 


And ye, that on the ſands with peiptlet D 7 

Do chaſe the ebbing Neptune; and do fly him, # i 

When he comes back; you demy-puppets, | that 

By moon-ſhine do the green ſour ringlets make. 

Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whoſe paſtime- 

Is to make midnight muſhrooms, that rejoice: | 

To hear the ſolemn curfew ; by whoſe aid 

(Weak maſters tho' ye be) 1 have be-dimm'd 

The noon-tide ſun, call'd forth the mutinous winds; 

And 'twixt the green ſea and the azur'd vault. 

Set roaring war; to the dread ratling thunder 

Have I giv'n fre, and rifted Joe's . ſtout oak 

With his own bolt : the ſtrong-bas'd promontory 

Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up- 

The pine and cedar: graves at my command (15) 

Have wak'd their ſleepers ; op'd, and let them Foe 

By my ſo potent art. But this rough magic TE 

I here abjure ; and when I have requir'd 

Some. heavenly muſick, which ev'n now I do, þ 

(To work mine end upon their ſenſes, that 

This airy charm is for;) I'll break my ſtaff; 

Bury it certain fadoms in the earth; 

And, deeper than did ever plummet ſound, 

Jt drown my book. | bee, muſick, 
Graves at my command 


(75) 
Have bat d their ſleepers; | As odd; as this Exprefſic on 
is, of Graves waking their Dead, inſtead of, the Dead waking: 
in their Graves, I belieys, it may be juſtified by. the, Uſage of 


Poets. 
Here 


— 1 
ay — 5 


8 
3 


de TEM EST. 6⁷ 


Here enters Ariel before; then Alonſo with a frontick- 
gefture, attended by Gonzalo: -- Sebaſtian and Anthonio 
in like manner, attended by Adrian and Franciſco. 

They all enter the circle which Proſpero had made, and 
there fland charm'd ; which Proſpero obſerving, ſpeaks, 

A ſolemn air, and the beſt comforter _ 

To an unſettled fancy, cure thy brains, = 

No uſeleſs, boil'd within thy skull! There ſtand, | 

For you are ſpell · ſtopt. — —— by 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, ON 1 

Mine eyes, ev'n ſociable to th' ſhew of thine, 

Fall fellow-drops. The charm diſſolves apace;. 

And as the 2 ſteals upon the night, _ 

| Melting the darkneſs ; ſo their riſing ſenſes 

Begin to chaſe the ign'rant fumes, that mantle 

Their clearer reaſon. O my good Gonzalo, 

My true preſerver, and a loyal Sir 

To him thou follow'ſt; I will pay thy graces 

Home both in word and deed. —— Moft cruelly 

Didſt thou, Alonſo, uſe me and my daughter: 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act; 5 

Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebaſtian, fleſh and blood. (16) 

' You brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, | 

Expell'd remorſe and nature; who with Sebaſtian 

(Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 

Would here have kill'd your King ; I do forgive thee, 

Unnat'ral though thou art. Their underſtanding 

Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tide 

Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore, 3 

That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them, 

That yet looks on me, or yould know me. Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell; 

I will dif- caſe me, and myſelf preſent, 0 

1 8 [Exit Ariel, and returns immediately. 
(16) Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebaſtian. Fieſb ard Blood, 

I by no means think, this was our Author's Pointing: or that 

it gives us his Meaning, He would ſay, that Sebaſtian now was 

pinch'd thro' and thro” for bis Treſpaſs. z felt the Puniſhment. 

of it all over his Body, 3 As 
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As I was ſometime Milan: quickly, Spirit; 
T hou ſhalt e er long be free. 


Ariel ſings, and helps to attire him. 


Where the bee ſucks, there lurk 75 3 (17) 
In a cowſlip's bell Ilie: 
There 1 couch, when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back 1 ds fy, 
After ſunſet,” merrily. (18) 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 
| Unger the blaſſm, that hangs on the bough. 


Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel; I ſhall miſs thee, 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedom. 80, ſo, ſo, 


To the King's ſhip, inviſible as thou art; 

There ſhalt thou find the mariners aflee | 
Under the hatches; the maſter and the Doatfwain * 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; * 

And preſently, I prythee. 

Ari. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e er your pulſe twice beat. Exit. 
Son. All torment, trouble, wonder, nt amazement. 

Inhabits here; ſome heav'nly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country! 

Pre. Behold, Sir King, 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Proſpera: 

For more aſſurance that a living Prince 

Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy body ; * 
And to thee and thy company I bid 

A hearty welcome. 


(t7) Where the Bee fucks, there fuck I;] T have ventur'd to 
vary from the printed Copies here. Could Ariel, a Spirit of 
a refin'd zthereal Eſſence, be intended to want Food 2. Beſides 
the ſequent Lines rather countenance /urk. 

(18) After Summer merrily]. Why, after Summer ? 'Valeſs we 
muſt ſuppoſe, our Author alluded to that miſtaken Notion of 
Bats, Swallows, Sc. croſſing the Seas in purſuit of hot Wea- 
ther. I conjectur'd, in my Shakeſpear r:ftor'd, that Sunfet was: 
our Author's Word: And this Conjecture Mr. Pope, in his laſt 
Edition, thinks probably ſhould be eſpouſed. My Reaſons for 
the Change were from the known Nature of the * 


Alon. 
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. Be'ſt thou he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted trifle to abuſe me, 
As late I have been, I not know; thy pulſe 
Beats, as of fleſh and blood ; and fince I ſaw "Mn; 
Th' affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madneſs held me; this muſt crave. 


(And if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ſtory : 
Thy Dukedom I reſign, and do intreat, 


Thou pardon me my wrongs ; but how ſhould Profpero 
Be living, and be here ? 
ö Pu, noble friend, 
Let me embrace thine age, whoſe honour cannot 
Be meaſur'd or confin'd. 
Gon. Whether this be, 
Or be not, I'll nat ſwear. 
Pro. You do yet taſte | 
Some ſubtilties o' th' iſle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain: welcome, my friends all. 
But you, my brace of lords, were I ſo minded, 
I here could pluck his Highneſs' frown * yo 
And juſtify you traitors ; at this time 
I'II tell no tales. 
Seb. The devil ſpeaks i in him. 
Pro. No 
For you, moſt wicked Sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infet my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankeſt faults; all of them ; and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce, 1 know, 
Thou muſt reſtore. 
Alon. If thou be'ft Proſpero, 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 
1 How thou haſt met us here, who three hours fince: 
Were wreckt upon this ſhore ; where I have loſt 
1 (How ſharp the point of this remembrance 3 is!) 
My dear ſon Ferdinand. 
Pero. I'm woe for t, Sir. 
Alon. Irreparable is the loſs, and Patience 
Says, it is paſt her cure. 
Pro. I rather think, 
You have not ſought her help ; of whoſe ſoft * 
ar 
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For the like loſs, I have her ſoy" reign aid, 
And reſt myſelf content. 
Alon. Vou the like loſs ? 
Pro. As great to me, as late; and, ſupportable 
To make the dear loſs, have I means much weaker 
'Than you may call to comfort you ; for L 
Have loſt my daughter. 
Alen. A daughter? 
O heav'ns! that they were living both in Naples, 


The King and Queen there ! that they were, 1 wiſh, 


Myſelf were mudded in that oozy bed, 


Where my ſon lies. When did you loſe your daughter? 


Pro. In this laſt tempeſt. I perceive, theſe lords 
At this encounter do ſo much admire, . 
That they devour their reaſon ; and ſcarce think, 
'Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but howſoe er you have 
Been juſtled from your ſenſes, know for certain, 
That I am Preſp ro, and that very Duke 
Which was thruſt forth of Milan; who moſt ſtrangely 
Upon this ſhore, where you were wreckt, was landed 
Jo be the lord on't. No more yet of this; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a breakfaſt, nor 
Befitting this firſt meeting. Welcome, Sir ; 
This cell's my court ; here have I few attendants, 
And ſubjeQts none abroad ; pray you, look in; 
My Dukedom fince you've given me again, 
I will requite you with as good a thing; 
At leaſt, bring forth a wonder to content Ye, 
As much as me my Dukedom. 


SCENE opens to the Entrance of the Cell, 
Here Prof) pero: a, covers Ferdinand and Miranda playing 


at Cheſs. 


Mir. QVEET lord, you play me falſe, 
Fer. No, my dear love, 


+ nould not for the world.. 


Mira. 


e eee 
es Ns Ee 


* ö 


1 


#4 
1 
13 

50 

es 

7 

4 


Y choſe her, when I could not ask my father 


Alon. I am hers; 


Or ſhould have ſpoke ere this. Look down, you Gods, 
For it is you, that have chalk d forth che War, 
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Mira. Ves, for a ſcore of kingdoms you ſhould wrangle? 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 
A viſion of the iſland, one dear fon % * 
Shall I twice loſe. _ uA 

Seb. A moſt high miracle! 9 

Fer. Though the ſeas threaten, they are merciful : | 
I've curs'd them without cauſe. 

Alon. Now all the bleflings  [Ferd. 1 
Of a glad Father compaſs thee about! e 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'ſt here. 

Mira. O! wonder! 

How many goodly creatures are chere here 1 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave 1 new world, 
That has ſuch people in't! 

Pero. Tis new to thee. 

Alon, What is this maid, with whom: thou walt at play > 
Your eld'f acquaintance cannot be three hours: 

Is ſhe the goddeſs that hath ſever'd us, 
And brought ug thus together 

Fer. Sir, ſhe's mortal; 

But, by immortal providence, e' 5 mine. 


For his advice: nor thought, I had one; ſhe 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, | 
Of whom ſo often I have heard renown, 
But never ſaw before ; of whom I have 
Receiv'd a ſecond life, and ſecond father 
This lady makes him to me. 


But, oh, how oddly will it ſound, that I 
Malt ask my child forgiveneſs! | 
Pro. There, Sir, ſtop; 
Let us not burthen our remembrance with 
An heavineſs that's gone. 
Con. I've inly wept, 


And on this couple drop a bleſſed crown: 


W hich brought us hither ! . 
Alon. 
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Alon. I ſay, Amen, Gorzald! © 
Son. Was Milan thruſt from Milan, that his iſſue 
Should become Kings of Naples! O rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and ſet it down 
In gold on lafting pillars ! in one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis; 
And Ferainand, her brother, found a wife, 
Where he himſelf was loſt; Proſpero his Dukedom, 
In a poor iſle; and all of us, ourſel ves, 
When no man was his own. 
Alen. Give me your hands: . 
Let grief and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart, 
That doth not with you joy 
Con. Be't ſo, Amen! 


Enter Ariel, abith the Ma er and Boatſivain amaxtaly 
= following, 


4 r 1 Dy 1 bh 1 3 2 5 ö e N 


O look, Sir, look, Sir, here are more of us! 
I propheſy'd, if a gallows were on land, 5 
This fellow could not drown. Now, blaſphemy, 
That ſwear'ſt grace o'erboard, not an oath on ſhore ? 
Haſt thou no mouth by land? what is the news? 
Boatſ. The beſt news is, that we have ſafely found 
Our King and company ; the next, our ſhip, 88 
| Which but three glaſſes ſince we gave out ſplit, 
| Ts tig::: and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We firſt put out to ſea. „5 
Ari. Sir, all this ſervice 
Have I done ſince I went. 
Pro. My trickſey ſpirit! | | 35 
Alon. Theſe are not natural events; they ſtrengthen, | 
From ftrange to ſtranger. Say, how came you hither? | 
 Boat/. If I did think, Sir, I were well awake, | 
I'd ftrive to tell you. We were dead a-ſleep, 
And, how we know not, all clapt under hatches, 
Where but ev'n now with ſtrange and ſev'ral noiſes 
Of roaring, ſhrieking, howling, jingling chains, 
And more diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, 
We were awak'd ; ſtraightway at liberty: 


Where 
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Where we, in all her trim, freſhly beheld (19) 
Our royal, good and gallant ſhip ; our maſter 
Cap'ring to eye her; on a trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Ev'n in a dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ari. Was't well done? 
Pro. Bravely, my diligence, thou ſhalt he free. 
Alen. This is as ſtrange a maze as e'er men trod, 
And there is in this buſineſs more than nature 
Was ever conduct of; ſome oracle 
Muſt rectify our knowledge. 
Pro. Sir, my Liege, 
Do not infeſt your mind with beating 0 on 
The ſtrangeneſs of this buſineſs ; at pickt leiſure 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly) ſingle I'll reſolve you, 
Which to you ſhall ſeem probable, of every 
Theſe happen'd accidents ; till when be chearful, 
And think of each thing well. Come hither, ſpirits 
Set Caliban and his companions free: 
Untie the ſpell. How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet miſſing of your company 


Same few odd lads, that you remember not. 


Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Steph ano, and Trinculo, 
in their ſtolen Apparel. 


Step. Every man ſhift for all the roll and let no man 
take care for himſelf; for all is but fortune; Coragio, 


bully monſter, Coragio / 

Trin. If theſe be true ſpies, which I wear in my head, 
here's a goodly fight. | 
Cal. O Setebos, theſe be brave ſpirits, indeed ! 

How fine my maſter is! I am afraid, 
He will chaſtiſe me. 


(rs) Mere we in all our trim, freſhly Bebeld 
| Our royal, goed and gallant ſpip; 


they had been put into, by the Diverfity of Noiſes ? But, as 


Dr. Thirlby rightly obſerv'd to me, the Trim is. to be under- 


Seb. 


ſtood of the a and not of the Crew, 
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68 The TEMPEST. 
Seb. Ha, ha; 8 . 
What things are theſe, my lord Authonio! 
Will money buy 'em? od 

Ant. Very like; one of them 
Is a plain fiſh, and no doubt marketable. ES 

Pro. Mark but the badges of theſe men, my lords, 
Then ſay, if they be true: this mis-ſhap'd knave, 
His mother was a witch, and one ſo ftrong _ 

That could controul the moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power. 
Theſe three have robb'd me; and this demy-devit 
(For he's a baſtard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life; two of theſe fellows you 
Muft know and own; this thing of darkneſs I 
_ Acknowledge mine. 1 1 

Cal. I ſhall be pincht to death. | 

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 

Seb. He's drunk now; where had he wine? 
Alen. And Trinculo is reeling ripe; where ſhould they 
Find this grand *lixir, that hath gilded 'em? (20) 

How cam ſt thou in this pe 
Trin. I have been in ſuch a pickle, fince I ſaw you 
laſt, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones: I 
ſhall not fear fly-blowing. „ 
Seb. Why, how now, Stephane? 
Step. O, touch me not: I am not Stephano, but a cramp, 

Pro. You'd be King © th' iſle, Sirrah ? 

Step. I ſhould have been a ſore one then. 

Alon. Tis a ſtrange thing, as e'er I look d on, 

Pro. He is as diſproportion'd in his manners, 

As in his ſhape : go, Sirrah, to my cell, 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomly. 


(20) Find this grand liquer,] 1 certainly think, Sbaleſpear 
wrote *Lixir here, alluding to the grand Elixir of which the 
Chymiſts of that Age told ſuch. Wonders, that it would renew. 
Youth, purchaſe Immortality, Se. and it being, as they pre- 
| tended, a Preparation of Gold, they call'd it alſo, Aurum po- 
tabile hence, tis probable, Shakeſpear ſays, gilded, 


Cal 
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Cal. Ay, that I will; and III be wiſe bete 
And ſeek for grace. What a thrice: double aſs 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a God? - 
And worſhip this dull fool ? SA 

Pro, Go to, away! 

Alon. Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you 
found it. 
Seb. Or ſtole it Midek 5 


Pro. Sir, I invite your highneſs, and your train, 
To my poor cell; where you ſhall take your reſt 
For this one night, which (part of it) I'll waſte i 
With ſuch diſcourſe, as, I not doubt, ſhall make it 
Go quick away; the ſtory of my life, 
And the particular accidents gone by, 
Since I came to this iſle: BE in the morn 
III bring you to your ſhip ; and ſo to Na, t; 
Where I have hope to ſee the nuptials 
Of theſe our dear-beloved ſolemniz d 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where * 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave. 
An. I long 
To hear the ſtory of your life, which muſt | 
Take the ear ſtrangely. 
Pro. I'Il deliver all; 
And promiſe you calm ſeas, auſpicious ales, 
And fail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 
Your royal fleet far off: My Ariel, chick, 
That is thy charge: Then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well! Pleaſe you, draw near. 


: 5 [Exeunt omnes. 
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CaO HEEL AD ebene 
E P I L O G U E. 
Spoken by Proſpero. 


OW my charms are all o er- thrown, 
And awhat flrength I bave's mine own; 
Which is moſt faint : and now, 'tis true, 

I muſt be bere confin'd by you, 
Or /ent to Naples. Let me not, of 
Since I bave my Dukedom got, 
And pardon'd ras decerver, dæwell 5 
In this bare iſland by your ſpelle 13 
But releaſe me from my bands, 
With the help of your good hands. 
Gentle breath of yours my ſails 
Muſt fill, or elſe my project fails, 
Which was te pleaſe. For now [ want 
Spirits & enforce, art to enchant, 
And my ending is deſpair, (21) 
Unleſs I 7 be m_ d by prayer; 
Which pierces fo, that it a 7 as 
Mercy itſelf, and frees all faults. 
As you from crimes would pardon d be, 
Lai) your indulgence ſet me free! a 


(21) And * ending 1s deſpair, ] The Alluſion is very well | 
kept up in this Epilogue, And the Actor here is not only ap- 
plying to the Audience for Favour, in behalf of the Author; 
but Preſpero ſpeaks in the Character of a Magician; and ſo 
[as Mr. Warburton hinted to me] alludes to the old Stories 
told of the Necromancers' Deſpair in their laſt Mamane , and 
the Prayers of their Friends for them. 
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R-NIGHT's 


MIDSUMMEF 


Dramatis Perlone. 


THESEUS, Duke of Athens,” oY AY 
Egeus, an Athenian Lord. 

3 in love with Hermia. 

Demetrius, 2 love with Hermia. | 

Philoſtrate, Maſter of the Sports ts the Date. 

Quince, e Carpenter. 

Snug, the Joiner. * 

Bottom, the Weaver. 

Flute, the Bellawws-mender. 

Snowt, the Tinker, 

Starveling, the Tailor. 


Hippolita, P, rinceſs of the Amazons, betrot'd to; Theſ ſens) 
Hermia, Davghter ts Egetis; | in love with Lkr. 
Helena, in love with Demetrius. 


Attendants. 
Oberon, King of the Fairies. | 
Titania, Queen of the, Fairies... 
Puck, or Robin- googiellow, , a Fairy. 
Peaſebloſiom, 
Cobweb, 
Moth, 
Muflard- ſeed, 
Pyramus 
Thisbe, 
Wall 


Q Fairics. | 


| Charadters in the Interlude perform'd by 


the Clowns. 
* 1 % . „ 
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Other F airies icing on the King and 8 
SCENE, Athens; and a Mood not far from it, 
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1 
SCENE, the Duke's Palace in Athens. 
Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Philoſtrate, with attendants, 
"7 88 TrzsEevs, 
W, fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour 
_ 8 0 Draws on apace; four happy days bring in 
B Another _ but, oh, methinks, how 
flow ET 
PA a This old moon wanes! ſhe lingers my de- 
dy os fires, | 
Like to a ſtep-dame, or a dowager, 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly ſteep themſelves in night; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time : ” 
And then the moon, like to a filver bow, 

New bent in heaven, ſhall behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 

Tbeſ. Go, Pbiloſtrate, 5 
Stir up th' Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth ; | 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals, Rs 
The pale companion is notffor our pomp, [Exit Phil. 


ON 


74 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my ſword ; 
And won thy love, doing thee 1 injuries: 


But I will wed thee in another key, 
Wich pomp, with triumph, and wich rovelling. . 


Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyſander, and Demetrius. 


Ege. Happy be The/cus, our renowned Duke! 
255/. Thanks, good Egeus; what's the news with thee? . 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I with complaint 
Againſt my child, my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord, 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. 
Stand forth, Lyſander.——And, my gracious-Duke,. . 
This man hath witch'd the boſom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lyſander, thou haſt giv'n her rhimes, 
And interchang'd love-tokens 14 my child: 
Thou haſt by moon- light at her window ſung, 
With feigning voice, verſes of feigning love; 
And ſtoll'n th' impreſſion of her fantaſie, 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, noſegays, ſweet-meats; (meſſengers 
Of ſtrong prevailment in unharden d youth) 
With cunning haſt thou filch d my 83 8 heart, 
Turn'd her 3 which is due to me, 
To ſtubborn harſhneſs : And, my gracious Duke, 
Be't ſo, ſhe will not here before your Grace 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius; 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 
As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her: 
Which ſhall be Sher to this gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our law, 
Immediately provided i in * caſe. 
Theſ. What ſay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fab maid. 
To you your father ſhould be as a God, 
Ons, that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one, 
To whom you are but as a form in wax _ 
By him imprinted ; and within, his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it; 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.” EONS 
Her. So is Lander. 2 
The/. 
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The/. In himſelf he is; 
But in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 
The other muſt be held the worthier. 
Her. I would, my father look'd but with my eyes. 
Theſ. Rather your eyes muſt with his judgment look. 
Hey. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me : 
I know not, by what pow'r I am made bold; 
Nor how it may concern my modeſty, | 
In ſuch a preſence here, to plead my thoughts : 
But, I beſeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worſt that may befal me in this caſe, 
If I refuſe to wed Demetrius. 

Theſ. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the ſociety of men. 1 
Therefore, fair Hermia, queſtion your defires ; 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 
For aye to be in ſhady cloiſter mew'd, 

To live a barren ſiſter all your life, 
_ Chanting faint hymns to the cold, fruitleſs, moon? 
Thrice bleſfed they, that maſter ſo their blood, 

To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage ! 5 

But earthlier happy is the roſe diſtill d, , 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies, in ſingle bleſſedneſs. 

Her. So will I grow, ſo live, ſo die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 

Unto his lordſhip, to whoſe unwiſh'd yoak 

My ſoul conſents not to give Sov'reignty. 

Thef. Take time to pauſe; and by the next new moon, 

(The ſealing day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlaſting bond of fellowſhip) 

Upon that day either 1 to die, 

For diſobedience to your father's will; 
Or elſe to wed Demetrius, as he would; 
Or on Diana's altar to proteſt, l 
For aye, auſterity and ſingle life. 3 
Dem. Relent, ſweet Hermia; and, Lyſander, yield 
Thy crazed. title to my Fe right, | 3 
| | ”» 2 * 0 
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L/ Vou have her father's love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia's; do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lyſander / true, he hath my love; 
And what is mine, my love ſhall render him. 

And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her 
I do eftate unto Demetrius. 

Ly/. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he, 

As well poſſeſt: my love is more than his: 
My fortune's every way as fairly rank'd, 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius: . 

And, which is more than all theſe boaſts can be, 
I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia. 
Why ſhould not I then proſecute my right: 
Demetrius (I'll avouch it to his head) 

Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena; 
And won her ſoul ; and ſhe, ſweet lady, doats, 
Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry, 

Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant man. 
The/. I muſt confeſs, that I have heard ſo much, 
And with Demetrius thought t'have ſpoke thereof; 
But, being over-full of ſelf. affairs, 

My mind did loſe it. But, Demetrius, come; 
And come, Egeus ; you ſhall go with me; 

-I have ſome private ſchooling for you both. 
For you, fair Hermia, look, you arm your ſelf 
To fit your fancies to your father's will; 
Or elfe the law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of ſingle life. 
Come, my Hippolita ; what cheer, my love? 
Demetrius, and Egeus, 0 along; | : 

I muſt employ you in ſome huſinefssse 
Againſt our nuptials, and confer with you 
Of ſomething nearly that concerns your ſelves. 


Ege. With duty and defire we follow you, [Exeunt. 


Manent Lyſander and Hermia. 
Ly. How now, my love? why is your cheek ſo pale? 
How chance, the roſes there do fade ſo faſt? | 


Her. 


5 # 
2 
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The jaws of darkneſs do deyour it up; 
So quick bright things come to confuſion. 


Then, let us teach our tryal Atience : 
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Her. Belike, for want of rain; which I could well 

Beteem them from the tempeſt of mine eyes. 
Lyſ. Hermia, for aught that ever I could read, 

Could ever hear by tale or kiſtory, 

The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth ; 

But, either it was different in blood 
Her. O croſs!—too high, to be enthrall'd to low !—(1) 
L/. Or elſe miſgraffed, in reſpect of years 
Her. O ſpight ! too old, to be engag'd to young! 
Lyſ. Or elſe it ſtood upon the choice of friends 
Her. O hell! to chuſe love by another's eye! 
Ly/. Or if there were a ſympathy in choice, 

War, death, or fickneſs did lay ſiege to it; 

Making it momentary as a ſound, 

Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dream, 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night. 

That (in a ſpleen) unfolds both heav'n and earth; 

And ere a man hath power to ſay, Behold ! 


Her. If then true lovers have been ever croſt, 
It ſtands as an edict in deſtiny: 


Becauſe it is a cuſtomary crols, 


As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and ſighs, 
Wiſhes and tears, poor fancy's followers ! 


(1) Too bigh, to be entbrall'd to Love.] This Reading boſfeſſes | 
"a the Editions, but carries no juſt meaning in it. Nor was 


Hermia diſpleas'd at being in Love; but regrets the Incon- 
veniences, that generally attend the Paſſion : Either, the Par- 


ties are diſproportion'd, in degree of Blood and Quality; or 


unequal, in reſpe& of Years; or brought together by the Ap- 


pointment of Friends, and not by their own Choice. Theſe 
are the Complaints repreſented by Lyſander; and Hermia, to 


anſwer to the firſt, as the has done to the other two, muſk 


neceſſarily ſay ; + 


0 Croſs !—--<too bigh, to be entbrall'd to low ! 


So the Antitbefis is kept up in the Terms; and ſo ſhe is made 
to condole the Diſproportion of Blood and Quality in Lo- 


Vers. 


E 3 Ly/. 
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y/. A good perſuaſion; therefore hear me, Hermia. 

T have a widow-aunt, a dowager * N 
Of great revenue, and ſhe hath no child; 9 

From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, 1 

And ſhe reſpects me as her only ſon. ö 
There, gentle Hermia, may J marry thee; 1 
And to that place the ſharp Athenian law 

Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me then, : 
Steal forth thy father's houſe to morrow night; 

And in the wood, a league without the town, 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena 
To do obfervance to the morn of May, 
There will I ſtay for thee. 5 
Her. My good Ly/ſander, 

I ſwear to thee by Cufid's ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the Simplicity of Venus doves, 

By that, which knitteth ſouls, and proſpers loves; 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen, 
When the falſe Trejan under ſail was ſeen 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women ſpoke ; 
In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I meet with the. 
Ly/. Keep promiſe, love. Look, here comes Helena. 
Enter Helena. 
Her. God ſpeed, fair Helena! whither away ? 
Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unſay ; 
Demetrius loves you, fair ; O happy fair ! 3 
Your eyes are load - ſtars, and your tongue's ſweet air 
More tuneable than lark to ſhepherd's ear, 
When wheat is green, when haw-thorn buds appear. 
Sickneſs is catching : oh, were favour ſo! 
Your words I'd catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; | 
My ear ſhould catch your voice, my eye your eye; 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongue's ſweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reſt I'll give to be to you tranſlated. 
O teach me, how you lock; and with what art 
You ſway the motion of Demetrius heart. | - 
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Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me ſtill. 

H.. Oh, that your frowns would teach my {miles 
| ſuch skill! 5 
a Her. J give him curſes, yet he gives me love. 
1 Hel. Oh, that my pray'rs could ſuch affection move! 


Fo Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

1 Hel. The more TI love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His Folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None, but your beauty ; would that fault were 
mine! 1 | 


Her. Take comfort ; he no more ſhall ſee my face ; 
Ly/ander and my ſelf will fly this place, 
Before the time I did Ly/ander ſee, 
Seem'd Athens like a Paradiſe to me. | 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell? 
 Lyf. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold ; 
To morrow night, when Phebe doth behold 
Her filver viſage in the wat'ry glaſs, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed graſs, 
(A time, that lovers flights doth ſtill conceal) 
Through Athens gate have we devis'd to ſteal. 
Her. And in the wood, where often you and 1 
Upon faint primroſe-beds were wont to lye, 
Emptying our boſoms of their counſels ſweet ; (2) 
There, my Ly/ander and my ſelf ſhall meet; | 


„ (2) Emptying eur Boſoms of their Counſels ſwell'd ; 
There my Lyſander and myſelf ſhall meet; 
And thence from Athens turn away. our Eyes, 
To ſeek new Friends, and frange Companions. ] 
This whole Scene is ſtrictly in Rhyme ; and that it deviates 
in theſe two Couplets, I am perſuaded, is owing to the Ig- 
norance of the firſt, and the Inaccuracy of the later, Editors. 
T have therefore ventur'd to reſtore the Rhymes, as I make 
no Doubt but the Poet firſt gave them, Sweet was eafily cor- 
rupted into ſweld, becauſe That made an Antitbeſis to Empiy- 
ing: and ſtrange Companions our Editors thought was plain Eng. 
_ liſh; but firanger Companions, a little quaint and unintelligible. 
Our Author very often uſes the SubSantive Stranger a«jctively z 
and Companies, to fignify Companions, | 


* | E. 4 | | And 
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And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, 
To ſeek new Friends and ſtranger Companies. 
Farewel, ſweet play- fellow; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius! 

Keep word, Lyſander; we muſt ſtarve our ſight 
From Lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. 


Lyſ. I will, my Hermia.—— Helena, adieu; 

As you on him, Demetrius doat on you! [Exit Lyſand. 
Hel. How happy ſome, o'er other ſome, can be 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as ſhe. 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not ſo: 
Fe will not know; what all, but he, do know. 
And as he errs, doating on Hermia's eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 
Things baſe and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can tranſpoſe to form and dignity: : - 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid: painted blind. 
Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taſte ; 
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haſte : 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a child, 
Becauſe in choice he is ſo oft beguil'd. 
As waggiſh boys themſelves in game forſwear, 
So the boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
For ere Demetrius look d on Hermia's eyne, 
He hail'd down oaths, that he was only mine; 
And when this hail ſome heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſolv'd, and ſhowers of oaths did melt. 
J will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 0 
Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Purſue her; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expence. 
But herein mean J to enrich my pain, 


To have his fight thither, and back again. [ Eait. 


2 "Ss 


SCENE 


[Exit Hermia. 
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A lover is more condoling. 
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S CEN E changes to @ Cotrage. 


| Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and 
Starveling. 


Wn] S all our company here? 
Bot. You were beſt to call them cenerally 
man by man, according to the ſcrip. 

Quin. Here is the ſcrowl of every man's name, which 
is thought fit, through all Aubent, to play in our inter- 
lude before the Duke and Dutcheſs, on his wedding- day 
at night. 

Bot. Firſt, good Peter Ounce, ſay what the play treats 
on; then read the names of the actors; and ſo grow on 
to a point. 

Duin, Marry, our play is the moſt lamentable comedy, 
and moſt cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of work, I affre you, and a 
merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors 
by the ſcrowl. Maſters, ſpread yourſelves. 
Quin. Anſwer, as I call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver. 

Bot. Ready : name what part I am for, and proceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are ſet down for Pyramus. 

Bot. What is P ramus, à lover, or a tyrant ? 

, Quin. A lover, that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for 
ove. 

Bot. That will ask ſome tears in the true performing 
of it; if I do it, let the audience look to their eyes; I 
will move ftorms ; I will condole in ſome meaſure. To 
the reſt ; yet, my chief humour is for a tyrant ; I 
could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in: To 
make all ſplit ——— < the raging rocks, and ſhiverin 
« ſhocks ſhall break the locks of priſon-gates — 
«+. Phibbus* carr ſhall ſhine from far, and make and mar 
the fooliſh fates” This was lofty. Now name the 
reſt of the players. This is Ercles vein, a tyrant s vein; 


Duin. Francis Flute, the bellows· mender. 
Fle. Here, Peter Quince. 


Quin. You muſt take Thisby on you. 


E 5 * Fla. 
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Flu. What is Thisby, a wand'ring Knight? 

Quin. It is the lady, that Pyramus muſt love. 

Fla. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman; I have a 
beard coming. 

Quin. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a maſque ; ; 
and you may ſpeak as ſmall, as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play 7 hisby too; 
J'1l ſpeak in a monſtrous little voice, Thi/ne, Thiſne; 
85 Pyramus, my lover dear, thy Thisby dear, and lady 

ear. 
Quin. No, no, you muſt, play Pyramus ; and Flatts. 
Jou, Thisby.. 
Bot. Well, proceed. 
Quin. Robin Starveling, the taylor. 
Star. Here, Peter Quince. 


Ruin, Robin Starveling, you muſt Play TY s mo- 


ther. (3) 
Tom Snowt, the tinker. 
Snow. Here, Peter Duince. 
Quin. You, Pyramus's father; myſelf Thish 's fae 
ther; Sung, the joiner, you, the lion's part. I hope, 
there is a play fitted. 

Sung. Have you the lion's part written? pray you, if 
it be, give it me, for I am flow of ſtudy.. 
Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roarin 
Bot. Let me play the lion too; I will roar, that I 


will do any man's heart good to hear me, I will roar,.- 


that I will make the Duke fay, let him roar again, let 
him roar again. 

Quin. If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutcheſs and the ladies, that they would 
ſhriek, and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mother's ſon. 


(3) —— you muß play Thisby's mot ber.] There ſoems-a 
double Forgetfulneſs of our Poet, in relation to the. CharaQers- 
of this Interlude. The Father and Mother of Tbisby, and the 
Father of Pyramus, are here mention'd, who do not appear at all 
in the Interlude; but Vall and Moonſhine are Both employ'd in 
it, of whom there is not the leaſt Notice taken here. p 
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Bot. I grant you, friends, if you ſhould fright the 
ladies out of their wits, they would have no more diſcre- 
tion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my voice ſo, 
that I will roar you as gently as any ſucking dove ; I 
will roar you an 'twere any nightingale. | 

Juin. You can play no part but Pyramus, for Pyra- 
mus is a ſweet-fac'd man; a proper man, as one ſhall ſee 

in a ſummer's day; a moſt lovely gentleman-like man: 
therefore you muſt needs play Pyramus. . | 

l Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I 

0 best to play it in n 

5 Quin. Why, what you will. „ 
Bot. I will diſcharge it in either your ſtraw- colour d 

beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain 

beard, or your French crown-colour'd beard ; your per- 

fect yellow. TP ek SHR ITE 

Quin. (4) Some of your French crowns have no hair 

at all, and then you will play bare-fac'd. But, maſters, 

here are your parts; and I am to intreat you, requeſt 

you, and deſire you, to con them by to-morrow night; 

and meet me in the palace-wood, a mile without the 

town, by moon-light, there we will rehearſe ; for if we 

meet in the city, we ſhall be dog'd with company, and 

our devices known. In the mean time I will draw a bill 

of properties, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you, fail 


re AN Ines To ” 

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearſe more 
0 obſcenely and courageouſly. Take pains, be perfect, 
'F adieu. | 7, ö | m— 
3 Quin. At the Duke's oak we meet. 


Ber. Enough; hold, or cut bow-ſtrings. —[Exeunt, 


(4) Seme of your French crowns baue no hair at al.] See the 
third Note on Meaſure for Meaſure, which explains this dark 
Paſſage. N | Ee. | 
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* A Maſummer-Nigbi's Dream. 


AC Tu 
SCENE, 4 Wed. 


Enter a Fairy at one Dita Puck, (or Robin 
good- fellow) at another 


Puck. 


H OW now, ſpirit, whither wander you ? 


Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

pf > Through buſh, through briar, 

Over park, over pale, 5 

Through flood, through fire, 
T do wander every where, 

Swifter than the moon's ſphere ; 

And I ſerve the Fairy Queen, 

'To dew her orbs upon the green; 

The cowſlips tall her penfioners be, 

In their gold coats ſpots you ſee, 

Thoſe be rubies, Fairy-favours : 

In thoſe freckles live their ſavours ; 

I muſt go ſeek ſome dew-drops here, 

And hang a pearl in every cowllip's ear. 

Farewel, thou lob of ſpirits, TIl be gone, 
Our Queen and all her elves come here anon. 
_ Puck. The King doth keep his revels here to night, 

Take heed, the Queen come not within his fight, 

For Oberon is paſting fell and wrath, | | 

Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant, hath 

A lovely boy, ftoll'n from an Indian King: 

She never had ſo ſweet a changeling ; 

And jealoys Oberon would have the child 

Knight of his train, to trace the foreſts wild ; 

But ſhe per-force with-holds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flow'rs, and makes him all her joy. 

And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or ſpangled ſtar- light ſheen, 


But 


A Midjummer-Night's Dream, 
But they do ſquare, that all their elves for fear 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 
Fai. Or I miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrewd, and knaviſh ſprite, 
Call'd Robin: goodfelloau. Are you not he, | 
That fright the maidens of the villageree, 
Skim milk, and ſometimes labour in the quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs huſwife chern : 
And ſometime make the drink to bear no barm, 
 Miſ-lead night-wand'rers, laughing at their harm? 
Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they ſhall have good luck. 
Are not you he? 
| Puck. Thou ſpeak'ſt aright ; ; 
I am that merry wand'rer of the night: : 
I jeſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed horſe beguile, 
Nei * in likeneſs of a filly-foal; 
ſometimes lurk I in a goſſip's bowl, 
; In very likeneſs of a roaſted crab, 
And when ſhe drinks, againſt her pe I bob, 
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale. 
The wiſeſt aunt, telling the ſaddeſt tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtool miſtaketh me; 
Then ſlip I from her bum, down topples ſhe, 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 


And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, 


And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſwear, 
A merrier hour was never waſted there. 
But make room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 


Fai. And here my miſtreſs: would, that he were gone! | 


Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one * with 255 train, 


and the Queen at another with bers. 


O5. m met by moon-light, proud Titania. 


Rueen. What, jealous Oberon? Fairies, skip hence, 


J have forſworn his bed and company. 
Ob. Tarry, raſh Wanton ; am not 1 thy lord? 


Queen, 


$6 A Midfummr-Nicht's Dream, 


Queen. Then I muſt be thy lady; but I know, 
When thou ha'ſt ſtoll'n away from fairy land. 
And in the ſhape of Cerin ſate all day, 
Playing on pipes of corn, and verſing love 
To am'rous Phillida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the fartheſt ſteep of India? 

But that, forſooth, the bouncing Anaxon, 

Your buskin'd miſtreſs and you» warrior love, 

To Theſeus muſt be wedded ; and you come 

To give their bed joy and proſperity. "OF y 
Ob. How can'ſt thou thus for ſhame, Titania, 

Glance at my credit with Hippolita-z. 9d 23 
Knowing, I know thy love to Theſeu s 
Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Perigune, whom he raviſhed; () WE 
And make him with fair Ægle break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopas + 

Queen. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſie: 
And never ſince the middle ſummer's ſpring 
Miet we on hill, in dale, foreſt, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by ruſhy-brook, 

Or on the beached margent of the. ſea,. 

To dance our ringlets to the whiſtling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haſt difturb'd our ſport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in van, 

As in revenge, have ſuck'd up from the ſea 

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land, 
Have every pelting river made ſo proud, 


(5) From Perigenia, whom be raviſp d; Thus all the Edi- 
tors, either not knowing, or not attending to, the Hiſtory of 
this lady, have falſly call'd her: but our Author, who dili- 
gently perus'd Plutarch, and glean'd from him, where his Sub- 
zect would admit, knew, from the Life of . Theſeus, that her 
Name was Perigyns ; (or Perigune) by whom Theſeus had his 
Son Melanippus. She was the Daughter of Sinnis, a cruel Rob- 
ber, and Tormenter of Paſſengers in the Ibn. Plutarch and 
Aitbenæus are both expreſs in the Circumſtance of Theſeus ra- 
viſning her: and the former of them adds, (as Diodorus Siculus, 
| pollodorus and Pauſanias, likewiſe tell us) that he kill'd her 
Father into the Bargain. | | 
DS DNR That 
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That they have over-borne their continents. 

The ox hath therefore ftretch'd his yoak in vain, 
The ploughman loft his feat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere its youth attain'd a beard, 
The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine-mens morris is fill'd up with mud, 

And the queint mazes in the wanton preen, 

For lack of tread, are undiſtinguifhable, 

The human mortals want their winter here, 

No night is now with hymn or carol bleſt; 
Therefore the moon, the governeſs of lcd, 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the air; 

That rheumatick diſeaſes do abound. 

And therough this diſtemperature, we ſee 

The ſeaſons alter; hoary-headed fr 

Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon roſe; 

And on old Hyem chin, and icy crown, 

An od' rous chaplet of ſweet ſummer-buds- 

Is, as in mockery, ſet. The ſpring, the ſummer;. 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries ; and th' amazed world, 

By their increaſe, now knows not which 1s which; * 
And this ſame progeny of evil comes 

From our debate, from our diſſenſion; 


We are their parents and original. 


Os. Do you amend it then, it lyes in you. 
Why ſhould Titania croſs her Oberon ? 
IL do — a little changeling boy, 
To be my henchman. 

Qucen. Set your heart at W 
The fairy- land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a votreſs of my order, 
And, in the ſpiced 8 air by night, 
Full often ſhe 1 hath goſſipt by my fide; 
And ſat with me on Neptune's yellow ſande, 
Marking th' embarked traders on the flood, 
When we have laught to ſee the ſails conceive, 
And * big bellied with the. wanton. wind: 
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Which ſhe, with pretty and with ſwimming gate, (6} 

Follying (her womb then rich with my young ſquire) 

Would imitate; and ſail upon the land, 

To fetch me rrifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage rich with merchandize. 

But ſhe, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And, for her ſake, I do rear up her boy; 

And, for her ſake, I will not part with him. 
O5. How long within this wood intend you ſtay? 
Queen. Perchance, till after Theſeus? wedding- day. | 


If you will patiently dance in our round, 


And ſee our moon-light —_ go with us; 


If not, ſhun me, and I will ok your haunts. 


Ob. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
Queen. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Elves, away: 
We ſhall chide e if J longer ſtay. 


[Exeunt Queen and ber train. 


O;. Well, go thy way; thou ſhalt not from this grove, 


Till I torment thee for this injury. —— 
My gentle Puck, come hither ; thou remember t! 


Since once I fat upon a promontory, _ 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 


That the rude ſea grew civil at her ſon 


And certain ſtars ſhot madly from their 1 


To hear the ſea-maid's muſick. 


(6) Which fhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, 
Following (ber wwomb then rich with my young ſquire) 
Would imitate ;] Following What? She did not follow the 


Ship whoſe Motion ſhe imitated ; for That ſail'd on the Water, 


She on the Land. And if by following, we are to underſtand, 


copying ; it is a mere Pleonaſm, that Meaning being included; 
in the Word imitate, From Circumſtances in the Context, 


there is great Reaſon to think our Author wrote, folly:ng, i. o. 


 wantoning, in Sport and Gaiety ; ſo the old Writers uſed Fol- 
lity for Fooliſhneſs ; and both Words are from, and in t 
Senſe of folatrer, to play the Wanton. And this admirably 
agrees with the Action, for which ſhe is here commended, and 
_ with the Context; Full often bas Ju . by my Side, and 
| When we baue lavgh'd to os &C, Mr, Warburton, 


Puck, 
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Puck. I remember. PE 

Ob. That very time I ſaw, but thou cou'dfi not, 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
| Cupid alarm'd: a certain aim he took (7) 
At a fair Veſtal, throned by the weſt, 
And loos'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 
As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts; 
But I might ſee young Cupid's fiery ſhaft 
Quench'd in the chaſte beams of the wat'ry moon, 
And the Imperial Votreſs paſſed on, 7 


In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 


Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell, 
It fell upon a little weſtern flower; 3 
Before milk- white, now purple with love's wound; 
And maidens call it Love in idleneſs. 
Fetch me that flow'r ; the herb I ſhew'd thee once 
The juice of it, on ſleeping eye-lids laid, 
Will make or man, or woman, madly doat + 
UD pon the next live creature that it ſees. 
Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again, 
Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 
Puck. T'll put a girdle round about the earth 


In forty minutes. [Exit. 
O0. Having once this juice, RN 
I'll watch Titania when ſhe is aſleep, 2 


(7) Cupid all arm'd; ] Surely, this preſents us with a very un- 
claffical Image, Where do we read or ſee, in ancient Books, or 
Monuments, Cupid arm'd more than with his Bows and Arrows? 


and with theſe we for ever ſee him arm'd, And theſe are all the 


Arms he had Occaſion for in this preſent Action; a more illu- 
ſtrious One, than any, his Friends, the Claſſicks, ever brought 
him upon. The Change I make is ſo ſmall, but the Beauty 


of the Thought ſo great, which this Alteration carries with it, 
that, I think, we are not to heſitate upon it. For what an Ad- 
dition is this to the Compliment made upon this Virgin Queen's 


Celibacy, that it alarm'd the power of Love; as if his Empire 


was in danger, when this Imperial Yotreſs had declared herſelf 


for a ſingle life : ſo powerful would her great Example be in 
the World. Queen Elizabeth could not but be pleaſed with 
our Author's Addreſs upon this Head, Mr, Warburton. 


— 
8 1 . 
by Fre * Ky IE IC ny a IS IN cog 
r — e n 2 — — — 
S OM 0 . r nn rt - aa — : 1 —— — — .... — 
A. : . . 1 ö 3 " 8 1 * rr [Ss XK = £4 \ E. — 
E . R$ , 2 8 A 1 8 — — — ark — 2 2 
* . N. <> - N r 2 1 - 
— 2 4 . > * ＋ N PLE - 2 CEA - — 


And 


— 
* 4 1 


. 


go A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 


And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 
The next thing which ſhe waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lyon, bear, or wolf, or bull, 
On medling monkey, or on buſie ape) 
She ſhall purſue it with the ſoul of love; 
And ere I take this charm from off her fight, 
(As I can take it with another herb) 
I'll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? I am inviſible, (8) 
And I will over-hear their conference. 
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 

Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue me not. 
Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia ? - 
The one III lay ; the other ſlayeth me. (9) 
Thou told'ſt me, they were ſtolPn into this wood ; ; 
And here am I, and wood within this wood ; 
_ Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. | 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. | 

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant, 
But yet you draw not iron; for my heart 
Is true as ſteel. Leave you your pow'r to draw, 
And I ſhall have no pow'r to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you ? do I ſpeak you fair ? 
Or rather do I not in plaincft truth 
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot, love you ? 

Hel. And ev'n for that do I love thee the more: : 
| I am your ſpaniel; and, Demetrius, | 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 


(8) 12 invifßble. 17 chought proper bes to 
obſerve, that, as Oberon and Puck his Attendant, may be fre- 
quently obſerved to fpeak, when there is no mention of their 
Entering; they are defign'd by the Poet to be ſuppos'd on the 
Stage during the greateſt Part of the Remainder of the Play; 
and to mix, as they pleaſe, as Spirits, with the other Actors; 
and embroil the Plot, by their Interpoſition, without Yang ſeen, 
or heard, but when to their own Purpoſe. 

| (9) The one I'll ſtay, the ot ber ſtayeth me.] Thus i has bank 
in all the Editions hitherto : but Dr. Thirlby inger iouſly ſaw, it 
muſt be, as I have correQed in the Text. 

Uſe. 
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Uſe me but as your ſpaniel, ſpurn me; ſtrike me, 
Neglect me, loſe me; only give me leave, | 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 
What worſer place can I beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of high reſpect with me) 
Than to be uſed, as you uſe your dog ? 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my ſpirit ; 
For I am ſick, when I do look on thee. | 
Hel. And I am ſick, when I look not on you. 
Dem. You do impeach your modeſty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit your ſelf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 
To truſt the opportunity of night, 
And the ill counſel of a deſart place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
Hel. Your virtue is my privilege; for that 
It is not night when I do ſee your face, 
Therefore, I think, I am not in the night, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company; 
For you in my reſpect are all the world. 
Then how can it be ſaid, I am alone; 
When all the world is here to look on me?oNR 
Dem. Tl run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beaſts. 
Hel. The wildeſt hath not ſuch a heart as you; 
Run when you will, the ſtory ſhall be chang'd : 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chaſe; 
The dove purſues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch the tiger. Bootleſs ſpeed! 
When cowardice purſues, and valour flies. 
Dem. I will not ſtay thy queſtions ; let me go: 
Or if thou follow me, do not believe, 
But I ſhall do thee miſchief in the wood. 
Hel. Ay, inthe temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me miſchief. Fie, Demetrius, 7 
Your wrongs do ſet a ſcandal on my ſex : 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
1 follow thee, and make a heav'n of hell; - 
To die upon the hand, I love fo well, [ Exeunt. 


2 


Aſweet Aibenian lady is in love 


92 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 


Ob. Fare thee well, nymph ; ere he doth leave this 
rove, 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeek thy love. 

Haſt thou the flow'r there? welcome, wanderer. 


Enter Puck. 


Puck. Ay, there it is. . 
Ob. I pray thee, give it me; 


' I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 


Where ox-lip and the nodding violet grows. 
O'er-canopy'd with luſcious woodbine, 

With ſweet musk-roſes, and with eglantine. 
There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the night, 
Lull'd in theſe flow'rs with dances and delight; 
And there the ſnake throws her enammel'd skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 

And with the juice of this I'll ſtreak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantaſies. —_ 
Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this grove 3 


> 


Wich a diſdainfsl youth; anoint his eyes; 
But do it, when the next thing he eſpies 


May be the lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 


By the Atbenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with ſome care, that he may prove + 
More fond of her, than ſne upon her love; 
And, look, you meet me ere the firſt cock crow. 


Puck, Fear not, my lord, your ſervant ſhall do ſo. [ Exe, 


Enter Queen of fairies, with her trc*n. 


Queen. Come, now a roundel, and a Fairy ſong : 
Then, fore the third part of a minute, hence; (10) 
Some to kill cankers in the musk-roſe buds, 


(10) Then for the third part of a Minute bence.] But the Queen 
ſets them Work, that is to keep them employ'd for the Remain- 
der of the Night: The Poet, undoubtedly, intended her to ſay, 


Dance your Round, and fing your Song, and then inſtantly 


2 the third part of a Minute) begone to your reſpective 
uties. | | 


Some 


; 
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Some war with rear-mice for their leathern wing, 
| To make my ſmall elves coats ; and ſome keep back 
is The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits. Sing me now aſleep : 
Then to your Offices, and let me reſt. 


Fairies ſing. 


J Dou ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue, 
4 Thorny hedgehogs, be not ſeen ; 
f Nezuts and blind worms, do no wrong ; 
Come not near our fairy Queen. 
Philomel, <v:ith melody, 
Sing in your feet lullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby: 
Newer harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So good night with lullaby. 
2 Fairy. 
Weaving ſpiders come not here; 
Hence, you long-leg'd ſpinners, hence: 
Beetles black 5 approach not near, 
Worm, nor ſnail, do no offence. 


Philomel «uith melody, &c. 
1 Fairy. 


Hence, away ; now all is well : 
One, aloof, fland Centinel. 


[ Exeunt Fairies. The Queen ſleeps, 
Enter Oberon, 


| Ob. What thou ſeeſt, when thou doſt wake, 
| Do it for thy true love take ; - 
d. Love and languifh for his ſake ; 
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or boar with briſtled hair, 
In thy eye that ſhall appear, 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy dear; 
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wore, erty 1 . 


Wake, when ſome vile thing is near, [Exit Chas. | 
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94 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 
Enter Lyſander and Hermia. 


Ly. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the wood 
And, to ſpeak troth, I have forgot our way : 

We'll reſt us, Hermia, if thou think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be't ſo, Ly/ander; find you out a bed, 

For I upon this bank will reſt my head. 

Ly/. One turf ſhall ſerve as pillow for us both, 

One heart, one bed, two boſoms, and one troth. 


Her. Nay, good Ly/ander ; for my ſake, my dear, 


Lye further off yet, do not lye ſo near. 
 Ly/. O take the ſenſe, ſweet, of my innocence ; 
Love takes the meaning, in love's conference; 
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit; 
So that but one heart can you make of it : 
Two boſoms, interchained with an oath ; 

So then two boſoms, and a ſingle troth: 
Then, by your ſide no bed-room me deny; 
For lying ſo, Hermia, I do not lye. 

Her. Lyjander riddles very prettily; 
Now much beſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander ly d, 
But, gentle friend, for love and curteſie 
Lye further off, in human modeſty, 

. Such ſeparation, as, may well be ſaid, 

Becomes a virtuous batchelor and a maid, 

So far be diſtant ; and good night, ſweet friend; 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy ſweet life end! 

Ly/. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, ſay I; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty |! 
Here is my bed; ſleep give thee all his reſt! _ 
Her. With half that wiſh, the wiſher's eyes be pref! 

| ; Theo 7 | [They Hleep. 
Enter Puck, 


Puck. Through the foreſt have I gone, 
But Athenian found I none, 23 85 
On whoſe eyes I might approve 


This flower's force in ſturing love: 


5520828028822 


Night 
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Night and filence! who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear ; 
This is he, my maſter ſaid, 
Deſpiſed the Athenian maid, 


And here the maiden ſleeping ſound 


On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty ſoul ! ſhe durſt not lye 
Near to this kill-curteſie. (11) 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe : 
When thou wak'ſt, let love forbid 


Sleep his ſeat on thy eye-lid ; 
So awake, when I am gone: 


For I muſt now to Oberon. | [Exit, 


Enter Demetrius and Helena running. 


Hel. Stay, tho' thou kill me, ſweet Demetrius 

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me 
thus. 
Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not ſo. 
Dem. Says on thy peril ; L alone will go. 
[Exit Demetrius. 

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chace; 
The more my prayer, the leſſer is my grace, 
Happy is Hermia, whereſoe er ſhe lies; 
For ſhe hath bleſſed, and attractive, eyes. 
Hew came her eyes 10 bright? not with ſalt tears; 


If ſo, my eyes are oftner waſh'd then hers : 


No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; | 
For bon, that meet me, run 880 for fear. 


(11) Near to this lack- ITY thrs kill. 3 Thus, i in all 


the printed Editions. But this Verſe, as Ben Jonſon ſays, is 


broke looſe from his Fellows, and wants to be tied up. I 
believe, the Poet wrote; | 
Near to this Wee tee | 5 
And ſo the Line is reduced to the Meaſure of the other. But 
this Term being ſome what quaint and uncommon, the Players, 


in my Opinion, officiouſly clap'd in the other, as a Comment; 5 


and ſo it has ever fince held renten. 
There 
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Therefore no marvel, tho' Demetrius 
Do (as a monſter) fly my preſence thus. 
What wicked, and diſſembling, glaſs of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's ſphery eyne ? 
But who is here? Ly/ander on the ground : 
Dead or aſleep ? I fee no blood, no wound: 
Ly/ander, if you live, good Sir, awake. 
_ Ly/. And run thro? fire I will, for thy ſweet ſake. 
Oo 0 | [ Waking. 
Tranſparent Helen, nature here ſhews art, 
That through thy boſom makes me ſee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? Oh, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to periſh on my ſword ! 
Hel. Do not ſay fo, Ly/ander, ſay not ſo; 
What tho' he love your Hermia? lord, what tho' ? 
Yet Hermia ſtill loves you; then be content. 
Ly. Content with Herma! no: I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have ſpent ; 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love: a 
Who will not change a raven for a dove? 
The will of man is b yhis reaſon {way'd; 
And reaſon ſays, you are the worthier maid, 
Things, growing, are not ripe until their ſeaſon ; - 
So J, being young, till now ripe not to reaſon ; 
And, touching now the point of human skill, 
Reaſon becomes the marſhal to my will, 
And leads me to your eyes; where I o'erlook 
Love's ſtories, written in love's richeſt book. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mock'ry born ? 

When at your hands did I deſerve this ſcorn ?_ 
Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no, nor never can, . 
Deſerve a ſweet look from Demetrius eye, 
But you muſt flout my inſufficiencßj ? . 
Good troth, you do me wrong; good ſooth, you do; 
In ſuch diſdainful manner me to woo: 

But fare you well. Perforce I muſt confeſs, 

1 thought you lord of more true gentleneſs : 
O, that a lady, of one man refus'd, 8 
Should of another therefore be abus'd! 175 


| Tyſander, loo 


NUN—ü— —— — 
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L/. She ſees not Hermia; Hermia, ſleep thou there; | 
And never may'ſt thou come Ly/ander near; 
For as a ſurfeit of the ſweeteſt things 
The deepeſt loathing to the ſtomach brings; 


Or as the hereſies, that men do leave, 
Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceive; 
So thou, my ſurfeit and my herele, _ 


Of all be hated, but the moſt of me! 
And all my pow'rs addreſs your love and might 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight!  [FxtJ 

Her. Help me, Ly/and:r, help me! do thy beſt 
To pluck this crawling ſerpent from my breaſt : 

Ay me, for pity, what a dream was here! 

4 how I do quake with fear; 

Me-thought, a ſerpent eat my heart away 
And you fat ſmiling at his cruel prey: 
Ly/ander ! what remov'd! Lyſander, lord! 
What, out of hearing gone? no ſound, no word ? 
Alack, where are you? ſpeak, and if you hear, 


Speak, of all loves; (I ſwoon almoſt, with fear.) 


No? then I well perceive, you are not nigh; 
Or death, or you, I'll find immediately. [Exit 


8 CEN E, The Wed. 


Huter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, ard 


Starveling. 
The Queen of Fairies lying aſlecp. 


Bo T T O Ms 


A RE weallmer? - 


; Quin. Pat, pat; and here's a marvellous con- 
venient place for our rehearſal. This green plot 
ſhall be our ſtage, this hauthorn- brake our tyring houſe, 
Vol. 1, 1 and 
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and we will do it in action, as we well do it before che 
Duke. 


Bot. Peter Duince | 
Qin. What fay'ſt thou, bully Bottom? 


Bot. There are things in this comedy of Prams rand 
 Thisby, that will rever pleaſe. Firſt, Pyramus muſt draw 


a Cord to kill himſelf, which the ladies cannot abide. 
How anſwer you that? 


Snout. By'rlaken, a parlous fear. 


Stan. ] believe, we muſt leave the killing out, when 


all is done. 


Vol. Not a whit. I have a device to make all well; 
write me a prologue, and let the prologue ſeem o ſay, 

we will do no harm with our ſwords. and that Pyramus 
is not kill'd indced; and for more better aſſurance tell 
them, that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the 
weaver; this will put them out of fear. 


Quin. Well, we will have ſuch a prologue, and 1 it ſhall 
be written in eight and ſix. 


Bot. No, make it two. more; let i It be written in eight 
and eight. 


Snout. Will not the ladies be afrakd of the lion ? 
Star. I fear it, I promiſe you. 


Bot. Maſters, you ought to conſider wth your ſelves ; ; 


to bring in, God ſhield us, a lion among ladies, is a 
moſt dreadful thing ; for there is not a more fearful 
wild-fowl than your lion living ; ; and we ought to look 
to .. 


Snout, Therefore another prologue muſt tell, he is not 
al ion. 

Bot. Nay you muſt name his name, and half his face 
muſt be ſeen through the lion's neck; and he himſelf 
muſt ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defect; 
ladies, or fair ladies, L would wiſh you, or I would re- 
queſt you, or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to 
tremble; my life for yours, if you think I come hither 
as a lion, it were pity of my life; no, I am no ſach, 
thing, I ama man as other men are; and there, indeed, 


let him name his name, and tell them plainly he 1s Sung 
the Joiner. 


Quin, 


CN] TIES 
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Quin. Well it mall be io; but there s two hard 
things, that is, co bring the moonlight into a chamber; 
for, you know, Pyramus and bhizby meet by moon. 


: light. e 
b 3 5 Doth the moon ſhine that night we play 42 
— play? | N 
5 Bot. A kalendar, a kalendar! look in the almanack; 
find out moon-ſhine, find our on- ſnine, | 
: Quin. Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 


Bot. Why then may you leave a caſement of the great 
chamber window, where we play, open; and the moon 
may ſhine in at the caſement. 5 ot as 
Quin. Ay, or elſe one muſt come in with a buſh of 
| thorns and a lanthorn, and ſay, he comes to disfigure, 
or to preſent, the Perſon of moon ſhine. Then there is 
another thing; we muſt have a wall in the great cham- 
ber, for Pzramus and Thisby (ſays the ſtory) did talk 
| throvgh the chink of a wall. 5 „ 
; | Snug. You never can bring in a wall. What ſay you, 
+ $9 nel . 
Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent Wall; and let 
him have ſome plaſter, or ſome lome, or ſome rough- 
caſt about him, to ſignify wall: Or let him hold his 


n 


. 


; fingers thus; and through the cranny ſhall Pyramus and 

. Thaky whiſper. 5: e 

J Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, ſit 

- down every mother's ſon, and rehearſe your parts. Pyra- 

mus, you begin: when you have ſpoken your ſpeech, 

t þ enter into that brake; and ſo every one according to his 
cue. : 5 MR 

Enter Pack behind. 

- þ Puck, What hempen home-ſpuns have we ſwaggering 

- BY > here, . | 

0 So near the cradle of the fairy Queen? 

r What, a play tow'rd ? I'll be an auditor ; 

„ An Actor too, perhaps, if I ſeecauſe, 

„ Quin. Speak, Pyramas ; Thisby, ſtand forth. 

g He. Thisby, the flower of odious ſavours ſweet. 

i Quin. Odours, odours. 5 

. F 2 Tre. 
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Pyr. Odours, ſavours ſweet. 

S8o doth thy breath, my deareſt Thiby, dear; 
But hark, a voice ! ſtay thou but here a whit; (12) 
"-- And; by and by, I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr, 

Pack. A ſtranger Pyramus than e' er plaid here! f Aide. 

Thi/. Muſt I ſpeak now? 

Quin. Ay, marry, muſt you; for you mol under- 
and, he goes but to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is to 
come again. — 

Thiſ. Moſt radiant Pyramuz, meſt lilly- white of hue, 1 

Of colour like the red roſe on triumphant bryer, 
Moſt briskly Juvenile, and eke moſt lovely Few, 

As true as trueſt horſe, that yet would! never tire, 

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb. 

Quin. Ninus tomb, man; why, you muſt not ſpeak 
that yet; that you anſwer to Pyramus ; you ſpeak all 
your part at once, cues and all. Pyramus, enter ; your 
cue is paſt; it is, never tire. | | 


| Re-enter Bottom, with an 22 bead. : 
7 i. O, As true as en that yet Would 


never tire. 
Pyr. If I were fair, Jil I were only thine. 
Quin. O monſtrous! O firange ve are haunted ; 
pray, maſters ; fly, maſters ; help! [The Clowns exeunt. 
Puck. Ill follow you, I'll lead you about a round. 
Through bog, through buſh, through brake, through 
bryer; | 
Sometimes a horſe I'll be, ſometimes a beta. 
A hog, a headleſs bear, ſometime a fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar and burn, 
Like horſe, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. Exit. 


(12) — Play thou bere a while; ] The Verſes here, 
*tis plain, ſnould be alternately in Rhyme: but froveet in the Cloſe 
of the firſt Line, and <vbile in the third, will not do for * 
purpoſe. The Author, doubtleſs, gave it; 

Hay thou but bere a whit ; | 
i. e. a little while: for ſo it ſignifies, as alſo any DOG of. no 
Price, or conſideration; a trifle ; in which Senſe it is very fre- | 
quent with our Author, 

Bet. 


5 1 _ OT ; Bs 1 mr. 
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Bot. Why do they run away? this is a My of them 
to make me afeard. 


Enter Snout. 


non. 0 Bottom, thou art chang d.; what do I ſee on 
_ thee? 


Bot. What do you ſee ? you! ſee an aſs- head: of your 


own, do you? 


Enter Quince. 


; Juin. Bleſs thee, Bottom, bleſs thee ; thou art tranſ- 
ated. h 


Bot. I ſee their knavery, this is to make an aſs of me, 
to fright me if they could ; but I will not ftir from this 
place, do what they can F will walk up and down here, 


and [ will ſling, that they ſhall hear J am not afraid. 


[ Sings, N 
The Ouſel cock, ſo black of nue, | 


With orange tawny Bi, 
The throſtle with his note ſo true, 
The wren with little quill. 


Deen. What angel wakes me from my flowry bed * 


[VV aking, 
Bet. The finch, the ſparrows, and the lark, [Sngs. 
| The plain-ſong cuckow gray, 


Whoſe note full many a man doth mark; 


And dares not anſwer, nay. 
For, indeed, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird! ? 


who would give a bird the lye, tho he cry cuckoro | 
never ſo? ; 


Queen. 1 pray thee, gentle mortal, ſing again; 


Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note, 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape ; 


And thy fair virtue's force (perforce) doth move me, 


On the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear, 1 love thee. 


Bot. Methinks, miſtreſs; you ſhould have little reaſon 


for that: and yet, to ſay the truth, reaſon and love keep | 


little company together now-a-days. The more the pity, 


that ſome honeſt neighbours-will not make them friends. 
Nay, I can gleek upon occaſion. 


Queen. Thou art as wiſe, as thou art beautiful. 
R 3 Bot. 
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Bot. Not ſo neither; but if I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I have enough to ferve mine own. 
turn. 
Queen. Out of this wood do not deſire to go, 
Thou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wk or no. 
Jam a ſpirit of no common rate; 
The ſummer i doth tend upon my ſtate, 
And I do love thee ; therefore, go with me, 
Tu give thee fairies to attend on thee; 
And they ſhall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 
And ſing, while thou on preſſed flowers doſt ep; 
And I will purge thy mortal groſsneſs ſo, 
That thou ſhalt like an airy ſpirit go. 
Praſebloſſom ! Cobweb! Moth! and Muftardfed ? 


Enter Four Fairies. 


1 Fair. Ready. 
2 Fair. And I. 
3 Fair. And I. 
4 Fair. And I: where ſhall 1 we zo? 
Queen. Be kind, and courteous to this gentleman; 
Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eyes ; 
Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries, 
With purple grapes, green figs and mulberries, 
The honey-bags ſteal from the humble bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to ariſe: 
And pluck the wing from painted butterflies, 
Jo fan the moon-beams from his ſleeping eyes; 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courteſies. 
1 Fair. Hail, mortal, hail! 
2 Fair. 1121 = 
3 Fair. Hall! 


Bot. I cry your worſ! ip's mercy heartily ;1 beſeech, 
your worſhip's name. 


Cob. Cobaveb. | 
Bot. I ſhall deſire of you morea cquaintance, ood 
maſter Cohaweb; if I cut my finger, I ſhall make bold 
with you. Your name, honeſt gentleman. 


| Peaſe. | 
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t Peaſe. Peaſeboſſom. "RES 
n Bot. I pray you, commend me to miſtreſs Sauaſb your 
mother, and to maſter Peaſcod your father. Good maſter 
Peaſebloſſom, 1 ſhall deſire of you more acquaintance too. 
Your name, I beſeech you, Sir. 
Mf. Mufardfeed. . 
Bot. Good maſter Muſtardſeed, I know your patience 
well: that ſame cowardly giant-like Ox- beef hath de- 
vour'd many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe you, 
your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now, I deſire 
more of your acquaintance, good maſter Mu/tardſeed. 
AQiucen. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my bower. 
, The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye; 
And when ſhe weeps, weep ev'ry little flower, 
Lamenting ſome enforced chaſtity! ) 
Tie up my love's tongue, bring him ſilently. [ Exeunt- 
Enter King of Fairies. 
Ob. I wonder, if Titania be awak'd: 
Then what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe muſt doat on in extremity. 
Here comes my meſſenger ! how now, mad ſprite, 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove ! 
* Puck. My miſtreſs with a monſter is in love. 
F Near to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
F While ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude mechanicals, _ 
F That work for bread upon Athenian ftalls, 
"FL Were met together to rehearſe a play, 
4 Intended for great The/eus' nuptial day. 
The ſhallow'ſ thick-skin of that barren ſort, 
Who Pyramus preſented, in their ſport | 
Forſook his ſcene, and enter'd in a brake; 
When. I did him at this advantage take, 
An Aſs's nole I fixed on his head ; 
Anon, his Thisby muſt be anſwered, COR 
And forth my minnock comes : when they him ſpy, 
As wild geeſe, that the creeping fowler eye, 3 
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Orruſſet-pated choughs, many in ſort, 3 
KRiſfing and cawing at the gun's report, mx 
Sever themſelves, and madly ſweep the sky; - mM ** 
So at his ſight, away his fellows fly; EY 4 As 
And, at our ſtamp, here o'er and o'er one falls; ; At 


He murther cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their ſenſe thus weak, loſt with their fears thus ſtrong, 

Made ſenſeleſs things begin to do them wrong. 
For briars and thorns at their apparel ſnatch, 

Some, ſleeves ; ſome, hats; from yielders all things catch. 

I ied them on in this diſtracted fear, 

And left tweet Pyramus tranſlated there: 

When in that moment (ſo it came to paſs) 

Litania wak d, and ſtraitway lov'd an aſs. ; 

Ob. This falls out better, than I could deviſe. 

But haſt thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes 

With the love-juice, as I did bid theedo ? 

Pack, I took him ſleeping ; that is finiſh'd too 3 

And the Athenian Woman by his fide,  _ 
That when he wakes, of force ſhe muſt be ey'd. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 


Ob. Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Athenian. 
Puck This is the woman, but not this the man. 
Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you lo ? 

Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe. 


* 


Her. Now I but chide, but I ſhould uſe thee worſe; 
For thou, I fear, haſt giv'n me cauſe to curſe : 
If thou haſt ſlain Lyſander in his ſleep, 
Being o'er ſhoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 
And kill me too. : | 
The ſun was not ſo true unto the day, 
As he to me. Would he have ſtoll'n away 
From ſleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as ſoon, 5 
This whole earth may be bor'd; and that the moon 
May through the center creep, and ſo diſpleaſe I 
Her brother's noon-tide with th' Antipo des. ; . 
It cannot be, but thou haſt murther'd him; 4 
So ſhould a murtherer look, ſo dread, ſo grim. 1 
| ONT Duin. 
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Dem. So ſhould the murther'd look; and fo ſhould I, 
Pierc'd through the heart with your ſtern cruelty : 
Yet you the murtherer-look as bright, and clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimm'ring ſphere. 

Her. What's this to my Ly/ander ? where is he ? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? _ 

Dem. Tad rather give his carcaſe to my hounds. . * 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur ! thou driv'ſt me paſt the 

F 5 

Of maiden's patience. Haſt thou ſain him then? 
Henceforth be never number'd among men. 
O! once tell true, and even for my ſake, : 
' Durſt thou have look'd upon him, being awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping ? O brave touch! 
Could not a worm, an adder do ſo much? 
An adder did it, for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou ſerpent, never adder ſtung. 

Dem. You ſpend your paſſion on a miſpris'd mood; 


I am not guilty of Lyſander's blood, 


Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 
Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 
Dem. And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? 
Hier. A privilege never to fee me more; 
And from thy hated preſence part I ſo: 55 
See me no more, whether he's dead or no. [Zit. 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein, 


Fere, therefore, for a while I will remain: 


So ſorrow's heavineſs doth heavier grow, 
For debt, that bankrupt ſleep doth ſorrow owe; 
Which now in ſome ſlight meaſure it will pay, 
17 for his Tender here I make. ſome ſtay. [ Lies downs. 
Oh. What haſt thou done? thou haſt miftaken quite, 
And laid thy love juice on ſome true love's ſight: _ 
Of thy miſpriſion muſt perforce enſune 
Some true love turn'd, and not a falſe turn'd true. 
Puck. Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man holding 
BC RTE os ao bas, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. _ 
Oh. About the wood go. {wifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens, fee, thou find. | 5 
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All fancy-ſick ſhe is, and pale of cheer ; 
With ſighs of love, that coſt the freſh blood dear; 
V ſome illuſion, ſee, thou bring her here; 

I' charm his eyes, againſt ſhe doth appear. 
Puck. I go, I go; look, how I go | 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.  [ Exit. 

Ob. Flower of this purple dye, | 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 

Sink in apple of his eye! 

When his love he doth eſpy, 

Let her ſhine as glorioufly | 

As the Venus of the sky. 5 5 
When thou wakeſt, if ſhe be by. 
| Beg of her for remedy. by 


Enter Puck. 


Puck, Captain of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand, 

And the Vouth, miſtook by me, 
Pleading for a lover's fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant ſee > 

Lord; what fools theſe mortals be? 
Ob. Stand afide: the noiſe, they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once woo one; FE \ 
That muſt needs be ſport alone. > - 
And thoſe things do beſt pleaſe me, J 
That befal prepoſt rouſly. | 


Enter Lyſander and H elena. 
_ Iyf. Why ſhould you think, that I ſhould woo in ſcorn. | 


Scorn and deriſion never come in tears. 

Lock, when I vow, I weep; and vows ſo born, 
In their nativity all truth appears: 

How can theſe things in me ſeem ſeorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? 

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more; 
When truth kills truth, O deviliſh, holy, fray ! 

"Theſe vows are Hermia's : will you give her o'er? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing * > 

our 


fo 


'Thy lips, thoſe 
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Your vows to her and me, put in two ſcales, 


Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 
Ly. J had no judgment when to her J ſwore. 
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Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er; 


Lyſ. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 


Dem. [awaking.] O Helen, goddeſs, nymph, perfect, 


divine, 


To what, my love, ſhall I compare thine eyne? 
Cryſtal is 3 O how ripe in ſhow 
iſſing cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus ſnow, 
| - Fann'd with the eaſtern wind, turns to a crow 
When thou hold'ſ up thy hand. O let me kiſs: 


This Princeſs of pure white, this ſeal of bliſs. 


Hel. O ſpight, O hell! I ſee. you all are bent: 
To ſet againſt me, for your merriment: 


If. you were civil, and knew eourteſie, 
You would not do me thus much injury. 


Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 


But you muſt join in ſouls to mock me too? 


If you are men, as men you are in ſhow, 


Yau would not uſe a gentle lady fo: 
'To vow and ſwear, and ſuper-praiſe my parts; 


When, I am ſure, you-hate me with your hearts. 


You both are rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both rivals to mock Helena. 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, 


To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes 


With your deriſion! none of nobler ſort. 


Would ſo offend a virgin, and extort. 


A poor ſoul's patience, all to make you ſport. 
I/ You are unkind, Demetrius; be not ſo; 


For you love Hermia; this, you know, I know. 
And here with all good will, with all my heart, 


In Hermia's love I yield you up my part; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 


Whom ] do love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more 1dle breath. 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, I will none; 


If. &er. I lov'd.her, all that love is gone. 
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My heart to her but, as gueſt-wiſe, ſojourn'd ; 


Ard now to Helen it Is home return'd, 

There ever to remain. 

> SS ©: 

Dem. Diſparage not the faith, thou doſt not know, 
Left to thy peril thou abide it dear. 

Look, where thy love comes, yonder 3s thy dear. 


Enter Hermia, Mo» 
a My Dark night, that from the eye his function takes 
The ear more quick of apprehenſton makes: 
MWherein it doth impair the ſeeing ſenſe, 
It pays the hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not by mine eye, Ly/ander, found; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy ſound. 
But why unkindly didft thou leave me ſo? 
Ly/. Why ſhould he ſtay, whom love doth preſs to go > 
Her. What love could preſs Ly/ander from my fide ? 
Ly. Ly/ander's love, that would not let him 'bide, 
Fair Helena; who more engilds the night, 
Then all yon fiery O's and eyes of light. 5 
Why ſeek'ſt thou me ? could not this make thee know, 
The hate, I bear thee, made me leave thee fo ? 

Her. You ſpeak not, as you think: it cannot be. = 
Hel. Lo, ſhe is one of this confed'racy; _—_ 
Now, I perceive, they have conjoin'd all three, 
To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 8 

Injurious Her mia, molt ungrateful maid, 1 
Have you conſpir'd, have you with theſe contriv'd | 
To bait me with this foul derifion ? 

Ts all the counſel that we two have ſhar'd, 

The ſiſters vows, the hours that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty-footed time 
For parting us; O! and is all forgot? 

All ſchool-days friendſhip, childhood i innocence e? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Created with our needles both one flower, 
Both on one ſampler, ſitting on one cuſhion ; 
Both warbling of one ſong, both in one * 
As if our hands, our ſides, voices, and minds 
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Had been incorp'rate. So we grew together, 

| Like to a double cherry, ſeeming parted, 
But yet an union in partition; 

þ Two lovely berries molded on one ſtem, 

So with two ſeeming bodies, but one heart; 

Two of the firſt, like coats in heraldry, (13) 

Due but to one, and crowned with one creſt. 

And will you rend our ancient love afunder, 

To join with men in ſcorning your poor friend? 

It is not friendly, *tis not maidenly: 

Our ſex, as well as I, may chide you for i itz 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your paſſionate words; 

I ſcorn you not; it ſeems, that you ſcorn me. 

Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſander, as in ſcorn, 

To follow me, and praiſe my eyes and face ? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 

(Who, even but now, did ſpurn me with his foot) 
To call me goddeſs, nymph, divine, and rare, 

Precious, celeftial ? wherefore ſpeaks he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Ly/anger 

Deny your love, ſo rich within his ſoul, 

And tender me, forſooth, affection; 
Baut by your ſetting on, by your conſent? | 
What though I be not ſo in grace as you, 

So hung upon with love, ſo fortunate ; 
| >, But miſerable moſt, to love unlov'd ? 
1 This you ſhould pity, rather than deſpiſe. _ 
4 Her. I underſtand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. Ay, do, perſever, counterfeit ſad looks, 

Make mouths upon me, when I turn my back; 

Wink each at other, hold the the ſweet jeſt up: 

This ſport, well carried, ſhall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 


(13) Twvo of the firft life, coats in Heraldry» 
Due but to one, and crowned with one ereſt.] The true 
CorreQion of this Paſſage I owe to the Friendſhip and Com- 
munication of the ingenious Martin Folks, Eſq; Two of 
the firſt, ſecond, &c. are Terms peculiar in Heraldry to en 
the different * of Coats, En 
You 
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You would not make me ſuch an argument: 
But fare ye well, tis partly mine own fault, 
Which death or abſence ſoon ſhall remedy. 
 Ly/. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuſe ;: 
My love, my life, my ſoul, fair Helena. 
Hel. O excellent! 
Her. Sweet, do not ſcorn her ſo.. 
Dem. If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. 
Ly/. Thou canſt compel, no more than ſhe entreat : 
Thy threats have no more ftrength, than her weak: 
Prayers. 
Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do; 
I ſwear, by that which | will loſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe, that ſays, I love thee not. 
Dem. I ſay, I love thee more than he can do; 
Lyfe. If thou fay ſo, withdraw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come 
Her. Lyſander, whareto tends all. this ? 
Lyſ. Away, you Ethiepe » q 
Dem. No, no, he'll: ſeem. EY. 

To break away ; take on as he would follow, 
But yet come not; you are a tame man, go. 
227 Hang of; thou cat, thou burr ; vile thing, let: 
| Wo OOIC ; 7 
Or I will ſhake thee from me, © like a ſerpent. 5 
Hier. Why are you grown ſo rude? what change 1 is this?: 
Sweet love! 

ILuy/. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, . out; 
Out, loathed medicine : hated poiſon, nence. . 
Her. Do you not jeſt? _ 
Hel. Yes, ſooth, and ſo do you. 
Ly. Demetrius, I will keep. my word with thee. 
Den. I would, I had your bond; for, I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you; I'll not truſt your word. 
Ly. What, ſhould I. hurt 2 ſtrike her, kill her 


dead ? 

| Although I hate her, I'll not Harm her ſo. 7 
Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than hate? 
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love? 


Am not I Hermig? are not you Lyſander ?. 17 


, 
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J am as fair now, as I was erè while. . 
Since night, you lov'd me; yet, ſince night, you left me; 
Why then you left me (O the gods forbid it 1) 
In earneſt, ſhall I ſay ? 4 
Ly/. Ay, by my life: 
And never did deſire to ſee thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, doubt; 
Be certain, nothing truer ; tis no jeſt; | 3 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. | 
Her. O me, you jugler; oh, you canker. bloſſom, 
You thief of love; what. have you come by night, 
And ſtoll'n my love's heart from him) 
Hel. Fine, 1faith ! 
Have you no modeſty, no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſhfulneſs ? what, will you tear 
Impatient anſwers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie, you counterfeit ; you puppet, you. 
Her. Puppet! why, ſo: ay, that way goes the game, 
Now, I perceive, that ſhe hath made compare 
Between our ftatures ; ſhe hath urg'd her height; 
And with her perſonage, her tall perſonage, 
Her height, forſooth, ſhe hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you grown ſo high in his eſteem, | 
Becauſe 1 am ſo dwarfiſh and ſo low ; th 
How low am I, thou painted maypole ? ſpeak, 
How low am ? I am not yet ſo low, 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 
Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her nat hurt me: I was never curſt ;- : 
J have no gift at all in ſhrewiſhneſs ;- 
J am a right maid, for my cowardice: 1 
Let her not ſtrike me. Vou, perhaps, may think, 
Becauſe ſhe's ſomething lower than myſelf, 
"That 1 can-march her, 1 
Her. Lower! hark, again. — 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be ſo bitter with me; 
I evermore did love you, Hermiag. 
Did ever keep your counſels, never wrong'd you; 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, . | 


I told him of your ſtealch unto this wood: 


2, 8 


_ 
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He follow'd you, for love I follow'd him, 
But he hath chid me hence, and threaten'd me 
To ſtrike me, ſpurn me, nay, 40 kill me too; 
And now, ſo you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my folly: back, 

And follow you no further. Let me go. 

You ſee, how ſimple and how fond I am. 


Hel. Why, get you gone: who is't, that hinders you ? 


Hel. A fooliſh heart, that I leave here behind, 
Her. What, with eee 1 exon 

Hel. With Demetrius. 
Ly. Be not afraid, ſhe ſhall not han thee, Holes, 


Dem. No, Sir, ſhe ſhall not, though you take her part. 


Hel. O, when ſhe's angry, he is keen and ſhrewd ;. 
She was a vixen, when ſhe went to ſchool ; 
And though ſhe. be but little, ſhe is fierce. 
Fer. Little, again? nothing but low and little? 
Why will you ſuffer her to flout me. bus ; 
Let me come to her. 
Ly/. Get you gone, you dwarf, 1 
You Minim you, of hind ring knot- graſs made; 9 
Vou bead, you acorn. 
Dem. You are too officious, 
In her behalf that ſcorns your ſervices. 
Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 
Take not her part: for if thou doſt intend: 
Never ſo little <p of love to. her, 
Thou ſhalt aby 
Lyſ. Now he holds me not; 
+ Now follow, if thou dar'ſt; to try whoſe right, 
Or thine, or mine, is moſt in Helena. 
Dem. Follow? nay, I'll go with thee cheek by owl. 


n. Ly ſander and Demetrius, | 


(14) You W This is no Term of Art, that I can 
find ; ; and I can ſcarce be willing to think, that Shakeſpear 
would uſe the Maſculine of an Adjective to a Woman. He was 
not ſo deficient i in Grammar, 1 doubt not, but he might have 


wrote: 
| You Minim, vou, 
i. e. vou Diminutive of the Creation, you 6 
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Her. You, miſtreſs, all this coyl 1 is long of you : 
Nay, go not back. | 
Hel. T will not truſt you, I 'Þ 
Nor longer ftay in your curſt company. 
Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray ; ; 
My * are e longer, though, to run away. 
[Freun : Hermia purſuing Helena. 


Enter Oberon and puck. 


OB. This is thy negligence: {till thou miſtak'ſt, 
Or elſe committ'ſt thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of ſhadows, 1 miſtook. 
Did not you tell me, I ſhould know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on? 
And ſo far blameleſs proves my enterprize, 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes; 
And ſo far am I glad it did fo ſort, 
As this their jangling I eſteem a ſport. 
Ob. Thou ſeeſt, theſe lovers ſeek a place to fohez 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcaſt the night; TL 
The ſtarry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fogs, as black as Acheron z 
And lead theſe teſty rivals ſo aſtray, 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Ly/anaer, ſometime, frame thy tongue, 
Then ſtir Demetrius up with bitter Wrong; 
And ſometime rail thou, like Demetrius; 
And from each other, look, thou lead them thus; 
Till o'er their brows death. counterfeiting fleep _ 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep ; 
Then cruſh this herb into Hſander's eye, 
Whoſe liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence all error with its might; 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted fight. 
When they next wake, all this deriſion 
Shall ſeem a dream, and fruitleſs viſion ; 
And back to Athens ſhall the lovers wend 
With league, whoſe date 'till death ſhall n er end, | 
. Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 
I'll to my Queen, and hey | her Indian boy 3 2 
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And then I will her charmed eye releaſe | 
From monſter's view, and all things ſhall be peace. 
Puck. My fairy lord, this muſt be done with haſte, 
For night's ſwift dragons cut the clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines Aurora's harbinger ; Fat 
At whoſe approach, ghoſts wandring here and. there 
Troop home to church-yard ; damned ſpirits all, 
That in croſs-ways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone; 

For fear leſt day ſhould look their ſhames upon, 

They wilfully exile themſelves from light; 

And muſt for aye conſort with black-brow'd night. 
Oh. But we are ſpirits of another ſort; 

I with the morning-light have oft made ſport ;. 

And, like a foreſter, the groves may tread, 
Ev'n till the eaſtern gate, all fiery- red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair bleſſed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his ſalt green ſtreams. 
But, notwithſtanding, haſte ; make no delay: 


7 


We may effect this buſineſs yet ere day. [Exit Ob. 


Puck. Up and down, up and down, - 
I will lead them up and down: 

J am fear'd in field and town. 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. ; 


Enter Lyſander. 


Ly/. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? ſpeak thou | 


now. 


2 any 


Pack. Here, villain, drawn and ready, Where art 


thou ? | 5 
Ly/. I will be with thee ſtraight. 
Puck. Follow me then 


To plainer ground. [Ly ſ. goes out, as following Dem... 


NT Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. Lyſander, ſpeak again; 

hou run-away, thou coward, art thou fled? _ 
eak in ſome buſh : where doſt thou hide thy head? 


Puck, 
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Puck. Thou coward, art thou bra eins to the ſtars, 
Telling the buſhes that thou look'ſt for wars, 
And wilt not come ? come, recreant ; come, thou child, 
T'll whip thee with a rod; he is defil', 
That draws a ſword on thee. 
Dem. Ye#, art thou there? 
Puck. Follow my voice, we'll try no manhood here. 
[Exeunt. 
Luſander comes back. 
Ly/. He goes before me, and ſtill dares me on; 
When I come where he calls me, then he's gone. 
The villain is much lighter-heel'd, than I: 
I follow'd faſt, but faſter he did fly; 
That fall'n am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will reſt me. Come, thou gentle day: 
Hes down, 
For if but once thou ſhew me thy gray light: 
TI find Demetrius, and revenge this ſpight. 


Enter Puck and Demetrius. 


| Puck. Ho, ho, ho, coward, why com'ſt thou not? | 
Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'ſt: for well I wot, 
Thou runn'ſt before me, ſhifting every place; 


And dar'ſt not ſtand, nor look me in the face, 
Where art thou? 


Puck, Come thou hither, Jam here. 


Dem. Nay, then thou mock'ſt me ; thou ſhalt buy 
this dear, 

If ever I thy face by day-light ſee. 

Now, go thy way; faintneſs conſtraineth me 

To meaſure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day's approgen look to be viſited, [Hes down, 


Enter Helena. 


Hel 0 weary night, O long and tedious night, = 
Abate thy hours; ſhine, comforts, from the Eaft ; 
That I may back to Aibens by day light, 
From theſe, that my poor company deteſt; 
And ſleep, that ſometimes ſhuts up ſorrow's eye, 
Steal me a while from mine own company. 12 
Ac 


| And kiſs thy fair large ears, my . JOY. 
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Puck. Vet but three? come one more, 
Two of both kinds make up four. . 
Here ſhe comes, curſt and ſad : 
Cupid is a knaviſh lad, 
T hus to make poor females mad. 
| Enter Hermia. 
1. Never ſo weary, never ſo in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars,. 
I can no further crawl, no further go; 
My legs can keep no pace with my defires : 
Here will I reſt me, till the break of day. 
Heav'ns ſhield Ly/ander, if they mean a fray! [Lyes downs. 
Pack. On the ground ſleep ſound, 


I'Il apply to your eye, gentle lover, remedy. 


Squeezing the juice on Lyſandet; ge. 

When thou wak' ſt, thou tak: ſt 
True delight in the ſight of thy former ** s eye; 
And the country proverb known, 7 
That every man ſhould take his own, 
In your waking ſhall be ſhown. ET 

ack ſhall have Jill, navght ſhall go ill, 

he man ſhall have his mare again, and all be well. 


| [Exit Pack. alen. 


A 64 . 


8 E N E, continued, the Weed. 


Enter Alleen of Fairies, Bottom, Fairies attending | 


and the King behind them. 
Q E E N. 


8 C o ME, fit thee down upon this flow'ry. bed, 


While 1 thy amiable cheeks do coy, 
And ftick muſk-roſes in thy ſleek, ſmooth'd head. 


Bots 
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Bot. Where's Peaſebloſſom ? | 
Peaſe. Ready. 


Bot. Scratch my head, Peafebl, om. Where's 's mon- 
ſieur Cobabebꝰ 


Cob. Ready. 


Bot. Monſieur Co;æueb, good monſieur, get your 


weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipt- humble. 


bee on the top of a thiſtle ; and, good monſieur, brin 


me the honey- bag. Do not fret your ſelf too much in the 


action, monſieur ; and, good monſieur, have a care, 


the honey-bag break not ; I ſhould be loth to have you 
.over-flown with a e 129 8 Where's monſieur 


| Muftaraſeed * 
Mut. Ready. 


Bot. Give me thy neafe: wouſear Muftardſeed pray 
you, leave your curteſie, good monſieur. 
_ Muſt. What's your will? 


Bot. Nothing, good monſieur, but to help Codes 
-Cobaveb to ſcratch. I muſt to the barber's, monſieur; 


for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy about the face. 
And I am ſuch a tender aſs, if my hair doth but tickle | 


me, I muſt ſcratch. 


_ Dween, What, wilt thou hear ſome muick, my ſveet 
„ 


D l hie u rexibaable good ear in muſick ; let us 


have the tongs and the bones, 


Rural Muff cy Tongs, Ke. 


255 Or ſay, ſweet love, what thou def rt to 
Lat. 


Bot. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch 
your good dry oats, Methinks, I have a great deſire 


to 2 bottle of hay: good hay, ſweet hay hath no 


fellow. 


Queen. J have a venturous Fairy that ſhall ſeek the | 


fquirrel's s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 


peaſe. But, I pray you, let none of your people ſtir 
me; I have an expoſition of Deep + come upon me. 


Bot. IJ had rather have a handful or two of aried 


Queen. 


„„ 
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Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee 1 in my arms; 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away: (15) 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet honey- elle, (16) 
Gently entwiſt the Maple; Ivy ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm. 
O, how I love thee ! how I doat on thee ! 


Enter Puck. 


05. Welcome, good Robin; Seeſt chou this ſweet 
ſight? 
Her dotage now I do begin to pity ; 
For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking ſweet ſavours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her; 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers; 
And that ſame dew, which ſometime on the buds 
Was wont to ſwell, like round and orient pearls ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriet's eyes, 
Like tears that did their own diſgrace bewail. 
When I had at my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in mild terms begg'd my patience, 
] then did ask of her her changeling child, 
Which ftrait ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent 


(15) and be always away.] What! was She giving her 
Attendants an everlaſting Diſmiſhon ? No ſuch Thing ; they 
were to be ſtill upon Duty. I am convinc'd, the Poet meant; 
and be all ways away. 

i. e. diſperſe yourſelves, and ſcout out ſeverally, in your Watch, 
that danger approach us from no Quarter. | 

(16) So doth the woodbine the ſweet boney ſuckle 

Gently entwiſt; the female ivy ſo 

765 Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm.] What does the 
Woedbine entwiſt ? Why, the Honeyſuckle. But ever till new the 
Honeyſuckle and the Woodbine were but two Names for the 
ſame Plant, But We have now found a Support for the Wood- 
bine, as well as for the Ivy, The Corruption might happen 
thus; the firſt Blunderer in writing might leave the p out of 
Maple, and make it Male; upon which the acute Editors turn'd 
it into Female, and tack'd It as an Epithet to toy. 


Mr, . ar bur t on, 
To 
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To bear him to my bower in Fairy-land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes: 
And, gentle Pack, take this transformed ſcalp 
„ From off the head of this Athenian ſwain; 
That he, awaking, when the others do, 
May all to Athens back again repair; 
5 And think no more of this night's accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But, firſt, I will releaſe the Fairy Queen; 


Be, as thou waſt wont to be. 

See, as thou aſi Wont to ſee : 

Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower 
Hath ſuch force and bleſſed power. (19) 


Now, my Titania, wake you, my ſweet Queen. 
Qacen. My Oberon! what viſions have I ſeen! 
 Methought, I was enamour'd of an aſs. 
O There lies your love. 
Queen. How came theſe things to paſs Een 
Oh, how mine eyes do loath this viſage now . 
05. Silence, a while; Robin, take off his bead; 
Titania, muſick call; and ſtrike more dead (18 
Than common ſleep of all theſe five the ſenſe. 
Queen. Muſick, ho! muſick; ſuch as charmeth ſleep. 
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1 17) Dian's Bud, or Cupid's flower.] Thus all the Editions 
had ſtupidly exhibited this Paſſage. The ingenious Dr. Thir/by 
gave me the Correction, which I have inſerted in the Text, and 
which, doubtleſs, reſtores us the Author. Oberen in Act the zd, 
where he firſt propoſes to enchant his Queen's Eyes and Senſe, 

| tells us, he has an Antidote to take off the Charm. | 
(18) Titania, Mufick call, and ſtrike more dead 

1 Than common Sleep. Of all theſe fine the Senſe.] This, 
moſt certainly, is both corrupt in the Text, and Pointing, Would 
Muſick, that was to ſtrike them into a deeper Sleep than ordi- 
nary, contribute to fine (or refine) their Senſes; My Emenda- 
tion, I am perſuaded, needs no Juſtification, The five, that 
lay aſleep on the Stage, were, Demetrius, Lyſander, Hermia, 
Helena, and Bottom.--- I ought to acknowledge, that Dr. Thir/by 

likewiſe ſtarted and communicated this very Correction. 


Still 
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. Still Muſick. 
' Puck. When thou awake, with thine own fool's eyes 


Ob. Gund, muſick ; come, my Queen, take hand 
with me, : 
And rock the ground whereon theſe ſleepers be, 
Now thou and I are new in amity; 
And will to morrow midnight ſolemnly 
Dance in Duke The/eus' houſe tiumphantly . 
And bleſs it to all fair poſterity : 
There ſhall theſe pairs of fairhful lovers be 
Wedded, with The/eas, all in jollity. 
Puck. F airy King, attend 420 mark; 
1 do hear the morning lark. 
Ob. Then, my Queen, in ſilence 9 40 ( 19) 
Trip we after the night's ſhade ; 
We the globe can compaſs ſoon, 
Swifter than the wand'ring moon. 
QDiuecen. Come, my lord, and in our flight 
Tell me how it came this night, 3 
That I ſleeping here was found, - [Skepers lie flill. 1 
bikes theſe-mortals on the 8 {Exeunt. | 
[Wind horns within. o” 


ce Theſeus, Erens Hippolita, and all his Train. 


The. Go one of you, find out the foreſter, N 1 
For now our obſervation is perform'd, ' 
And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 
My love ſhall hear the muſick of my hounds, 
-Uncouple in the weſtern valley, go. 
Diſpatch, I ſay, and find the foreſter. 

We will, fair Queen, up to the mountain's top, 


/ 
0 
\ 
\ 
8 
. 
8 
£ 
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(19) Then, my Queen, in 3 fad,] Why, ſad ? Fairies, 
according to the received Notion, are pleas'd to follow Night, 
For that Reaſon, and for bettering the Rhyme. I think it very 
probable that our Author wrote; in flence fade; i, e. vaniſh, 
retreat. In which Senſe our Author has elſewhere re this 
1 N And 
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And mark the muſical confuſion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 
Hip. I was with Hercules and Cad mus once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, ev'ry region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry. I never heard 
So muſical a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. | 
 Theſ. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,” 
So flew'd, To ſanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that ſweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook'd-knee'd, and dew-lap'd, like Thegalian bulls ; 
Slow in purſuit, but ach in mouth like bells; 
Each ods each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never hallo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 
In Creet, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly : 
Judge, when you hear. But ſoft, what nymphs are theſe? 
Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here EP, 
yo e this J. nander, this Demetrius 1s, 
This Habe old Nedar's Helena; 
I wonder at their being here together. 
The. No doubt, they roſe up early to obſerve 
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our Solemnity. 
But ſpeak, Egeus, is not this the day, 
That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice? 
Ege. It is, my lord. 
Theſ. Go bid thi huntſmen wake them with their horns. 


EP of 


Horns, and Shout within; Demetrius, Lyſander, Hermia, 
and Helena, wake and ſtart up. 


Theſ. Good morrow, friends; Saint Valentine 1s paſt: 
Begin theſe wood-birds but to couple now ? 
Ly/. Pardon, my lord. 
Theſ. I pray you all, ſtand up? 
J know, you two are rival enemies. | 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is ſo far from jealouſie, 
To ſleep by hate, and fear no enn ity? . 
Vor. I. 8 . 
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Ly/. My lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 

Half ſleep, half waking. But as yet, I ſwear, 

J cannot truly ſay how I came here: 

But as I think, (for truly would I ſpeak,) 

And now I do bethink me, ſoit is; 

I came with Hermia hither. Our intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the 4 of th! Aiberian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough; my lord, you have enough; 
I — the law, the low upon his f | we 
They would have ſtoll'n away, they would, Demetrius, 

Thereby to have defeated you and me; | 
| You, of your wife; and me, of my conſent ; 

Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their ſtealth, 

Of this their purpoſe hither to this wood ; 

And ] in fury hither follow'd them; 

Fair Helena in fancy following me: Fe : . 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, \ . 
But by ſome power it is, my love to Hermia 5 

Js melted as the ſnow; feems to me now 5 
As the remembrance of an idle gaude. = 
Which in my childhood I did doat upon: 3 

And all the faich, the virtue of my heart, 

The object and the pleaſure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betrothed ere I Hermia ſaw; 

But like a ſickneſs did I loath this food; 

But, as in health, come-to my natural taſte, 

Now do I wiſh it, love it, long for it; 
And will for ever more be true to it. 

Thef. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall hear more anon. 
Egeus, J will over-bear your will; 5 
For in the temple, by and by with us, 

Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit; 

And for the morning now is ſomething worn, 

Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſet aſide. 

Away, with us to Athens; three and three, 

We'll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnity. 


Come, 
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Come, Hifpolita. Exe. Duke, Hippol. and Train. 
Dem. Theſe things ſeem ſmall and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 
Her. Methinks, I ſee theſe things with parted me 


When every thing ſeems double. 
Hel. So, methinks ; 


And I have found Demetrius like a Gemell, (20) 
| Mine own, and not mine own. 


(20.) And 1 Bave found Demetrius like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not my own.] Hermia had ſaid, Things 
by appear'd double to her. Helena ſays, So, methinks: and then 
ſubjoins, Demetrius was like a Fexvel, her own and not her o un. 
According to common Senſe and Conſtruction, Demetrius is here 
compar'd to ſomething that has the Property of afpearrng the 
ſame, and yet not beixg the ſame: and this was a Thought natural 
enough, upon her declaring ber Approbation of what Hermia had 
ſaid, that every thing ſeems double. But now, how has a Jewel, 
or any precieus Thing, the Property, rather than a more worth- 
leſs one, of appearing to be the ſame and yet not the ſame? This, 
I believe, won't be eaſily found out. make no doubt * 
K but the true Reading is; : 
35 And T bave found Demetrius lite © Gemell, 
1 Mine own, and not mine own. a 
from Cemellus, a Twin, For Demetrius acted that Night two fuck. 
different Parts, that ſhe could hardly think him one and the ſame 
Demetrius: but that there were two Twin-Demetrius's to the acting 
this Farce, like the two Socia's. This makes good and pertinent 
Soenſe of the Whole; and the Corruption from Gemell to Jetuel 
was ſo! eaſy from the ſimilar Trace of the Letters, and the Diffi- 
culty of the Tranſcribers underſtanding the true Word, that, 1 | 
think, it is not to be queſtion'd, ER 3 3 | 


PPP 


If ſome over- nice Spirits mould object to Gemell wanting its 
Authorities as an Engliſh Word, I think fit to obſerve, in Aid cf 
-my Friend's fine Conjecture, that it is no new Thing with Shakes 

| ſpeare to coin and enfranchize Words fairly deriv'd ; and fomE 

ſuch as have by the Grammarians been call'd d aeyoulz, or 
Words uſed but once, Again, tho“ Genell be not adopted either 

by Chaucer, or Spencer; nor acknowledg'd by the Dictionaries; 
yet both Blount in his Claſſagrapby and Philips in his World of 

Words have Geminels, which they interpret Twins. And laſtly, 
in two or three other Pallages, Shakeſpeare uſes the ſame Man- 
ner of Se 

8 G 2 Den- 
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Dem. It ſeems to me, N | Bn 
That yet we ſleep, we dream. Do not you think, 
The Duke was here, and bid us follow him? 3 
Her. Vea, and my father. _ 
Hel. And Hippolita. | 5 
Ly/. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
Dem. Why then, we are awake; let's follow him; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [ Exeunt. 


A they go out, Bottom avakes. 


Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer. 
My next is, Moſt fair Pyramus —— hey, ho, —— Peter 
| BQuince, Flute the bellows-mender! Snout the tinker ! * 
Starveling ! god's my life! ſtoll'n hence, and left me 
aſleep ? I have had a moſt rare viſion. I had a dream, 
paſt the wit of man to ſay what dream it was: man is but 
an aſs, if he go about to expound this dream. Methought 
I was, there is no man can tell what. Methought I was, 
and methought I had, - But man is but a patch'd fool, if 
he will offer to ſay what methought I had. The eye of 
man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not ſeen; man's 
hand is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceive, nor his 
heart to report what my dream was. I will get Peter 
_. Quince to write a ballad of this dream; it ſhall be call'd 
Bottom's Dream, becauſe it hath no Bottom; and I will 
ling it in the latter end of a play before the Duke; (21) 
peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing 
it after Death. e I Erit. 
N SCENE 


(21) Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall fing it at 
| her Death.] At ber Death? At whoſe ? In all Bottom's Speech there 
is not the leaſt mention of any She- Creature, to whom this Rela- 
ti ve can be coupled. I make not the leaſt Scruple, but Bottom, 
for the ſake of a Jeſt, and to render his Voluntary, as we may call it, 
the more gracious and extraordinary, ſaid; -I ſhall fing it after 

| Death, He, as Pyramus, is kill'd upon the Scene; and ſo might 
promiſe to riſe again at the Cor.clufion of the Interlude, and 
give the Duke his Dream by way of Song. The Source of 
the Corruption of the Text is very obvious. The fin after be- 
ing ſunk by the vulgar Pronunciation, the Copyiſt might _ 
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SCENE changes to the Toton. 
Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 


Quin. LTAVE you ſent to Bottom's houſe ? is he come 


home yet? 
Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is 
tranſ ported. 


Flu. If he come not, then the play i is marr'd. It goes 
not forward, doth it ? 


Quin. It is not poſſible ; you have not a man, in all 


Abens, able to diſcharge Pyramus, but he. 


Flu. No, he hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handy- 
eraft man in Athens. 


Quin. Yea, and the beſt perſon too; and he is a very 


paramour for a {weet voice. 


Flu. You muſt ſay paragon; (22) a paramour is 
— bleſs us !) a thing of naught. . 


Enter Snug. 


Fung. Maſters, the Duke is coming from the temple, 
and there is two or three lords and ladies more married ; 


if our ſport had gone torward, we had all been made 


men. 
Flu. O ſweet bully Bottom ! thus kath * loſt fix- 


pence a-day during his life; he could not have 'ſcap'd 
ſix-pence a-day; an the Duke had not given him ſix- 


pence a-day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hang'd : he 


would have defery'd it. Six-pence a. day, in Pyramus, 


or nothing. 
| i E atet Bottom. | 
Bot. Where are theſe lads ? where are theſe hearts? 


it from the Sound, a ter: Which the wiſe Editors not un- 
derſtanding, concluded, two Words were erroneouſly got to- 


gether; ſo ſplitting them, and clapping in an E, produced the 


preſent Reading 


— at ber. 


(22) A Paramour is (Ged bleſs us) a thing of Nought.] This 


is a Reading, I am ſure, of Nougbt. My, Change of a ſingle 
Letter gives a very impo:tant Change to the Humour of the 


Paſſage, — A Thing of naught, means, a naughty Thing, little 


better than downright Bawary. 
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D Bottom ! —— O moſt 8 day! O moſt 


hap py hour! 
Bot. Maſters, I am to Uſcoarle wonders, but alk me 


not what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian, I 


will tell you every thing as it fell out. 
Quin. Let us hear, ſweet Bottom. 
Bot. Not a word of me; all I will tell you is, that 


the Duke hath dined. Get your apparel together, good 

| firings to your beards, new ribbons to your pumps; 
meet preſently at the palace, every man look o'er his 

part; forthe ſhort and the long is, our play is preferr'd: 
in any caſe, let iy have clean linen; and let not him, 


that plays the lion, pare his nails, for they ſhall hang 
out for the lion's claws; and, moſt dear aQors ! eat no 
onions nor garlick, for we are to utter ſweet breath; 


and I do not doubt to hear them ſay, it is a moſt ſweet 


comedy. No more words; away ; go away. SR 
Ge WE SY JL JARED SETS (00/7 


A ; 20 V. 
8 C E N E,. the Palace, 


Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Egeus, and his Lords. 
Hir eri e 


2 18 range, my Theſeus, what theſe lovers ſpeak of. 
The. 3 ſtrange than true. Tr never may 
elieve 


Theſe antick fables, nor theſe fairy toys ; . 


Lovers and madmen have ſuch ſeething brains, 
Such ſhaping fantaſies, that apprehend 
More than cool reaſon ever comprehends. 


'Fhe lunatick, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact: 
One ſees more devils than vaſt hell can hold; 
'The madman. While the lover, all as gende, i 


Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Egype. 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rowling, 
Doth glance from heaven to . from earth to heav 'n; 


And, 


* 
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And, as Imagination bodies forth 


The forms o things unknown, the poet's pen 


Turns them to ſhape, and gives to aiery nothing 


A local habitation and a name. 


Such tricks hath ſtrong i imagination, 
That if he would but apprehend ſome joy, 


It comprehends ſome A 208 of that joy ; 
Or in the night imagining 


ome fear, 
How eaſie is a buſh ſuppos'd a bear? 
Hip. But all the ſtory of the night told over, 


Aud all their minds transfigur d ſo together, 


More witneſſeth than fancy's images, 


And grows to ſomething of great conſtancy; 
But, howſoever, ſtrange and admirable. 


Enter Lyſander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 


The/. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends; joy and freſh days of love 


Accompany your hearts, 


Ly/. More than to us, 


Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed. 


= bef Wee; now, what maſks, what dances ſhall we 
We, 


To wear away this long age of three hours, 


Between our after-ſupper and bed-time ? 
Where is our uſual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in hand? 1s there no play, 
To eaſe the anguiſh of a torturing hour? 
Call Philoftrate. 


Enter Philoſtrate. 


Pbiliſ. Here, mighty TBeſeus. 
T he/. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening ? 


What maſk ? what muſick ? how ſhall we beguile 


The lazy time, if not with ſome delight? 
Philsft. There is a brief, how many ſports are ripe : 


Make choice of which your Highneſs will ſee firſt. 


[Giving a Paper. 


Thef. Creads. ] The battle with the Centaurs, to be Jung 
By an Aube eunuch to the harp. 
G 4 | Wc Il 
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We'll none of that. That I have told my love, 


dy glory of my kinſman Hercules. 
| The riot of the tip/ie Bacchanals, 


Tearing the 'Thracian /irger in their rage. 


That is an old device; and it was plaid, 


When I from Tyebes came laſt a conqueror. 
The thrice three Muſes mour ning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas'd in beggary. 

That is ſome fatyr, keen and critical; 

Not ſorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

4 tedious brief ſcene f young Pyramus, 


And his love Thiſbe; very tragical mirth. 

Merry and tragical ? tedious and brief ? 
That is hot Ice, and wonderous ſtrange, Snow. 
How ſhail we find the concord of this diſcord ? 
Philo}. A play there is, my lord, ſome ten words 


lon 
Which is as brief. as I have known a play ; ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long; 


Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 


There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 


And tragical, my noble lord, it is: 
For Eyramus therein doth kill himſelf, 


Which, when I ſaw rehears'd, I muſt confeſs, 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. 

Theſ. What are they, that do play it? 


Philoſt. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here, | 


Which never labour'd in their minds till now ; 
And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memorics 
With this ſame play againſt your nuptials. 
Je. And we will hear it. 
Philo. No, my noble lord, 
Tt is not for you. I have heard it over, 


And it is nothing, nothing in the world; 


Unleſs you can find ſport in their intents, 


Extremely ftretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain, 


To do you ſervice, 
Thef. 1 will hear that play : 
For never any thing can be amiſs, 


when 


A MM 


And duty in his ſervice periſhing. 


the two Verſes flowing and perfect. 
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When ſimpleneſs and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in, and take your places, ladies, 
1 8 [Exit Phil. 
Hip. ] love not to ſee wretehedneſs o'ercharg'd, 
Te. Why, gentle ſweet, you ſhall fee no ſuch thing. 
Hip. He ſays, they can do nothing in this kind. 
The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing, 
Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake ; 


And what poor (willing) duty cannot do, (23) 


Noble reſpect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purpoſed 


To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 
Where J have ſeen them ſhiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midſt of ſentences, 


Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears, 


And, in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 


Not paying me a welcome. Truſt me, ſweet, 


Out of this ſilence yet I pick'd a welcome: 
And in the modeſty of fearful duty 
J read as much, as from the rattling tongue 


Of ſawcy and audacious eloquence. 
Love therefore, and tongue-ty'd ſimplicity, 
In leaſt ſpeak moſt, to my capacity. 


Enter Philoſtrate. 
Phi]. So pleaſe your Grace, the prologue is addrefs. 
The/. Let him approach. [Flour Trump» 


Enter Quince, for the prologue. 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould think, we come not to offend, 


| But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple skill, 


That is the true beginning of our end. 


(23) And what poor duty cannot do, noble Reſpeci 
Takes it in Might, not Merit.] What Ears have theſe poetical 


Editors, to palm this firſt line upon us as a Verſe of Shakeſpeare ? 


*Tis certain, an Epithet had ſlipt out, and I have ventur'd to re- 
ſtore ſucha one as the Senſe may diſpenſe with; and which makes 


G's: Conſider 


* 
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| Conſider then, we come but in deſpight. 


We do not come, as minding to content you, 24) 


Our true intent is.— all for your deli 


Fatality, pointed this Paſſage. The whole Glee and Humour of 


We are not here. —that you woulk be here repent vou. 
he actors are at hand; and by their ſnow, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 

Theſ This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 

Ly/. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt; he 


knows not the ſtop. A good moral, my lord. Tri is not 
enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath play d on his prologue, like a child 
on the recorder; a ſound, but not in government. 
Theſ. His ſpeech was like a tangled chain; nothing 
impair'd, but all diforder'd. Who is the nexkt? 


Enter Pyramus, ard Thiſbe, Wall, Moonſhine, a 
| Lion, as in dumb few 


Pro. Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this ſhow, 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plain, 
This man is Pyramus, if you would know; 
This beauteous lady e is, certain. 
This man, with lime and rough-caft, doth preſent 
Wall, the vile wall, which did theſe lovers ſunder : 


And through wall's chink, our ſouls, they are content 


To whiſper, at the which let no man wonder. 


This man, with Janthorn, dog, and buſh of thorn, 


Preſenteth Moon ſhine : For, if you will know, 


(24) We do not come as minding to content you, 
Dur true Intent is all for your Delight, 
We are not bere that you Hould bere repent you, | 
The Actors are at band; &c.) Thus the late accurate Fdj- 
tor, deviating from all the Ola Copies, has, by a certain peculiay 


the Prologue is in the Actor's making falſe Reſts, and ſo turning 


every Member of the Sentences into flagrant Nonſenſe. And 


Mr. Pepe ſeems very cruel to our Author, (confidering, how 


many Paſſages, which ſhould have been pointed right, he has 
pointed wrong ;) that here, when he ſhould point wrong, with 


a ſtrange Perverſeneſs, and unuſual Appetite for Senſe; he will 
point right, 
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This griſly beaſt, which by name Lion hight, (25) 


Anon comes Pyramus, ſweet youth and tall, 


And Thifty, tarrying in the mulberry ſhade, 


Let Lion, Moonſhine, Wall, and lovers twain, 


: many aſſes do. 


And ſuch a wall, as I would have you think, 
h Through which the lovers, Pr” mus and Thifte, 
Did whiſper often very ſecretly. 
This loam, this rough-caſt, and this flone doth ſhew, 


And this the cranny is, right and ſiniſter, 


clude, either a Verſe is ſlipt out, which cannot now de retriev'd :- 


Poet intended a Triplet. 


either from the old Quarte's, or by Accident. But Accident, or- 
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By moon-ſhine did theſe lovers think no ſcorn 
To meet at Minus tomb, there, there to woo. 


The truſty The, coming firſt by night, 

Did ſcare away, or rather did affright: 

And as ſhe fled, her mantle fhe let fall; 
Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ſtain. 


And finds his truſty 7% es mantle ſlain ; = 4 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade | 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breaft. 


His dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they do remain. 
[ [ Exeunt all but Wall. 
DB. 1 wonder, if the Lion be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my. lord ; one Lion may, when | 


Wall. In this ſame Interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snout by name, preſent a Wall: (26) 


That had in it a crannied hole or chink ; 


That I am that ſame wall; the truth is ſo. = 


a which the fearful lovers are to whiſper. 


(25) —— which Lion bight by name, 1 As all the other 
Parts of this Speech are in alternate Rhyme, excepting that it cloſes 
with a Coupler; and as no Rhime is left to, name; we muſt con- 


or, by a Tranſpofition of the Words, as I have placed mms the- 
(26) That I, one Flute by name,] Thus Mr. Pope gives it us, 
Authority, happers't to be wrong in it: and we muſt reſtore. 


Sneur, with the old Folio's; for it appears in the firſt Act, that 
Flute was to perform 7; ies „ 
7500 
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132 A Midſummer-Night's Dream, 


The/. Would you defire lime and hair to ſpeak better? 
Dem. It is the wittieſt partition, that ever I heard diſ- 


courſe, my lord. ö 
The. Pyramus draws near the wall: filence ! ! 


Enter Pyramus. 


Pyr. O grim- look'd night! O night with kae {ſo black! 


O night which ever art, when day is not! 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
I tear, my 1hi/be's promiſe is forgot. 
And thou, O wall, O ſweet and lovely wall, 
That ſtands between her father's ground 2nd mine ; ; 
'Thou wall, O wall, O ſweet and loyely wall, | 
Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne. 
Thanks, courteous wall; Jove ſhield thee well for this! 
But what ſee I? no Thiſby do 1 ſee. 
© wicked wall, through whom ] ſee no bliſs; 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me! 
el. The e being ſenſible, mould curſe 


again. 


Hr. No, in truth, Sir, he ſhould not. "Deanne 
me, is Thi/be's cue; ſhe is to enter, and I am to ſpy her 


trovgh the wall. You ſhall ſee, it t will fall * as 1 told 


you. Vonder ſhe comes. 


Enter Thiſpe. 
75510. 0 wall, full often haſt thou heard my moans, 


For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 


My cherry lips have often kiſs d thy ſtones ; ; 


hy ſtones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 

Pyr. I ſee a voice; now will I to the chink ; 

To ſpy, an I can hear my Thiſbe's face. 
Thijbe! "A 
Thi. My love! thou art, my love, I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace. 
And like Limander am I truſty full. 
 Thif. And I like Helen, till the fates me kill. 

Nr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was 10 true. 

77¹. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 

P;r. O kiſs me through the hole of this vile wall. 


* Thif. 1 kits the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 1 
Jre 
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A Midſummer-Night's Dream, 133 
Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me ſtraightway ? 
_ Thif. Tide life, tide death, I come without delay, 
Mall. Thus have I Wall my part diſcharged ſo: 
And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. [EExit. 
. $ 27% Now is the Mural down between the two neigh- 
ours. 
Den. No remedy, my lord, when walls are ſo wilful 
to hear without warning. 
Hip. This is the fillieſt ſtuff that oer I heard. 
Theſ. The beſt in this kind are but ſhadows ; and the 
worſt are no worſe, if imagination amend them. 
Hip. It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
Theſ. If we imagine no worſe of them than they of 
themſelves, they may paſs for excellent men. Here come 
two noble beaſts 1 in a moon and a lion. (27) | 


4 %u"y 


5 „ 9 pads. ye ONE "4 f 
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: Enter Lion and Moonſhine. 
| Lion. You, ladies, you, whoſe gentle hearts do fear 
3 The ſmalleſt monſtrous mouſe that creeps on floor, 
May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wildeſt rage doth roar. 

Then know that I, one Snug the j joiner, am 
No Lion fell, nor elſe no Lion's dam: 

Far if I ſhould as Lion come in ftrife 

Into this place, twere pity of my life. 

The/. A very gentle beaſt, and of a good 3 1 
Dem. The very beſt at a beal, my lord, that e er 1 
ſaw. | 
Iyſ. This Lion is a very fox for his valour. 
Te. True; and a gooſe for his diſcretion. 


(27) Here come tao noble Beaſts in a Man and a Lion, ] I don't 
think the Jeſt here is either compleat, or right, It is differently 


1 pointed in ſeveral of the Old Copies, which, I ſuſpect, may lead 
us to the true Reading, viz, 
& Here come tua noble Beaſts,— ina Man and a Lion, 


immediately upon Theſeus ſaying this, enter Lion and Moonſb ine: 
It ſeems very probable therefore, that our Author wrote 

N — - in @ Moon and a Lion, 
the one having a Creſcent and a Lanthorn before him, and reprc= 


[8 ſenting the Man in the Moon; the other in a Lion's hide. 
> : = | | * De ths 


2 


134 A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 
Dem. Not ſo, my lord; for his valour cannot carry 
his diſcretion, and the fox carries the gooſe. 


T he/. His diſcretion, I am ſure, cannot carry his va- 


lour; for the goofe carries not the fox. It is well: 

leave it to his Breton, and let us hearken to the moon. 
Moon. This lanthorn doth the horned moon preſent : 
Dem. He ſhould have worn the horns on his head... 


_ Thef. He is no creſcent, and his- horns are inviſible 


within the circumference. 

Moon. This lanthorn doth the horned Moon preſent : : 
Myſelf the man i'th' moon doth feem to be. 
_  Theſ. This is the greateſt error of all the reſt; the man 


| ſhould be put into the lanthorn: how i is it elle che man 


i'th' moon? 


Dem. He dares not come there for the candle; for you 


was it is already in ſnuff. 

| . I am weary of this moon; would, he would 
change! 

7. 255 It appears by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that he 


is in the wane ; but yet in courtefie, in all reaſon, we 


| muſt ſtay the time. | | 
"Ly. Proceed, Moon. l 


Mocn. All that J have to ſay, is to tell you that ks 


lanthorn i is the moon; I, the man in the moon ; this 
thorn buſh, my thorn-buſh ; and this dog, my dog. 


Dem. Why, all theſe ſhould be 3 in the lanthorn ; for 


they are in the moon. But filence; here comes 7 liabe. 


Enter Thiſbe. 


755. This is old Ninny's tomb; where is my love ? 
Lion. Oh. [The Lion roars, * runs ef. 
Dem. Well roar 'd, Lion. 
Theſ. Well run, Thisbe. 
Hip. Well ſhone, Moon. | 
Truly, the Moon ſhines with a good grace. 
Theſ. Well mouz'd, Lion. 
Dem. And then came P;zramus, 


Ly/. And fo the Lion vaniſh'd, 


unter 


[7 


A Midfummer-N gbt's Dream, 145 
Enter Pyramus. 55 
Pyr. Swot Moon, I thank thee for t ſunny 
I "thank thee, Moon, for ſhining ay = : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ſtreams, 


I rruſt'to taſte of trueſt Thicbe's fight, a 
| But ſtay: © ſpighht!! 
But mark, poor Knight, | 5 
What dreadful dole is here ? 

Bu do you lee! 
How can it be 

O dainty duck! O deer! 

172 mantle good, : 

What, ſtain'd with blood! | 
Approach, you furies fell: 

O fates! come, come: 

Cut thread and thrum ; 

Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quel!. 

Te /. This paſſion, and the death of a dear friend 
Would go near to make a man look ſad. 

Hip. Beſhrew my heart, but ].pity the man. | 
Pyr. O wherefore, nature, didſt thou Lions frame 
1 Since Lion vile hath here deſlour'd my dear: 

3 Which is—— no, no —— which was the faireſt dame, 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lk'd, that look'd with 
cheer. 
Come tears, confound : out ſword, and wound 
The pap of Fyramus. 
Ay, that left pap, where heart doth hop: 
Thus die J, thus, thus, thus. 
Now ani 1 dead, now am I fled, my ſoul is in the fey ; 
Tongue, loſe thy light: moon, take thy tight ; 
Now e die, die, die, die. [Diss. 
Dem. No die, but an ace, for him; for he is but one. 
5 Leſs than an ace, m. an; for he 1 is dead; he is 
nothing. 
1 Theſ.. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet reco- 
ver, and prove an aſs. 


Hip. How chance the Moonſhine | is gone, before 7 hisbe 
comes back and nds her lover? 
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3 Midſummer-Night's Dream, 
Enter Thiſbe. 


Type /. She will find him by ſtar-light. 
Here ſne comes; and her paſſion ends the Play, 
Hip. Methinks, ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for ſuch 
a Pyramus : J hope, ſhe will be brief. 
Dem. A moth will turn the balance, which Pyramus, 
which Th:5be, is the better. 
Lyſ. She hath ſpied him already with thoſe ſweet eyes. 
Dem. And thus ſhe moans, widelicee. (28) 
Thij. Aſleep, my love? = 
What dead, my dove? 
O Pyramas, ariſe : 
Speak, ſpeak. Quite dumb ? 
Dead, dead? a tomb 
Muſt cover thy ſweet eyes. 
Theſe lilly brows, (29) 
This cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow cowſlip cheeks, 
Are gone, are gone: 
Lovers, make moan ! 
His eyes were green as lecks, 
O ſiſters three, we 
Come, come to me, 
With hands as pale as milk; 
Lave them in gore, 
Since you have ſhore 
With ſhears his thread of ſilk. 


(28) And thus ho means 21 Thus all the Editions have 
it, ET think, without any Meaning. It ſhould be, thus ſhe moans; 
i. e. laments over her dead Pyramus. It is ſaid a little above, 
And ber Paſſion ends the Play, | 

(29) Theſe lilly Lips, this cherry Noſe, ] All Thi/be's Lamen- 
tation, till now, runs in regular Rhyme and Metre. But both, by 


ſome Accident, are in this fi ngular Inſtance interrupted, 1 * | 


| the Poet wrote; 
| Thefe lilly Brows, 
| This cherry Noſe, 
Now black Brows being a Beauty, Illy Brows are as ridiculous as 
a cherry Noſe, green Eyes, or cowſh:p Checks. | 
„ 5 ＋ ongue, 


3 2 ³·Ü˙ÜÜ¹¹A rr me Lon. 
' 


T 
C 
C 
A 
1 
V 


CCC 
' 


A Midſummer-Night*s Dream. 137 
Tongue, not a word; 


Come, truſty ſword; 
Come, blade, my breaſt imbrue: 


And farewel, friends, 
Thus Thzisbe ends; 5 / 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. TDics. 


Theſ. Moonſpine and Lion are left to bary the dead. 
Dem. Ay, and Wall too, 
Bot. No, I aſſure you, the wall is down that parted 


their fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the epilogue, 
or to hear a bergomask Wen between two of our com- 


Pan rf 
7560. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play als 
no excuſe. Never excuſe; for when the players are all 


dead, there need none to be blam'd. Marry, if he, that 


writ it, had play'd Pyramus, and hung himſelf in Thishe's 
garter it would have been a fine tragedy : and fo it is, 
truly, and very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your 
bergomadk ; let your Epilogue Alone. 

2 Here a dence of clowns, ; 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 


Lovers, to bed; tis almoſt Fairy time. 

I fear, we ſhall out- ſleep the coming morn, 
As much as we this night have over-watch'd. 

This palpable groſs Play hath well beguil'd 


The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends, to bed. 


A ps up hold we this ſolemnity, 


revel and new jollity. - [ Excunt. 


Enter Puck. 


| Puck. Now the hungry lion roars. 

And the wolf behowls the moon : (30) 
Whilſt the heavy ploughman ſnoars, 

All with weary task fore- done. 


In nightly 


—> 


Now 


(30) And the wolf beholde the moon 521 As tis the Deſign of 
theſe Lines to characterizethe Animals, as they preſent themſelves 
at the Hour of Midnight; and as the Wolf is not juſtly Characte- 
riz'd by ſaying he bebolds the Moen ; which all other Beaſts of 
Prey, then —— do: and as the Sounds theſe Animals make ak | 

yo - 


\ 
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_ Now the waſted brands do glow, 


Whilſt the ſcritch-owl, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 
In remembrance of a ſhroud. 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
In the church-way paths to glide; 
And we Fairies, that do run 


Zy the triple Hecate's team, 
From the preſence of the ſun, | 


Following darkneſs like a dream, 
Now are frolick ; not a mouſe 
Shall diſturb this hallow'd houſe: 
Jam ſent with broom before, 

To ſweep the duſt behind the door. 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies, with their train. 


' 03. Through this houſe give glimmer „ 
By the deat and deute Mok 198 


Every elf, and fairy ſprite, 


Hop as light as bird from brier ; 
And this ditty after me 


Sing, and dance it trippingly. 


Jueen. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roat, 
To each word a warbling note. 


Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 


Will we ſing and bleſs this place. 
5 The SONG. 


Nov until the break of day, 

Through this houſe each Fai ry firoy. 
To rag beſt bride-bed «will aue, | 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be: 


that Seaſon, ſeem alſo intended to be ee, ; 1 make no 
| Queſtion but the Poet wrote; 


And the Wolfe behowls the Moon. 


For ſo the Wolfe is exactly characteriz'd; - being his alles | 
Property to bow! at the Moon, C Bebewl, as bemoan, beſeem, and 
an hundred others.) Mr. — a9 
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And the i ue, there create, 
Ewer ſpall be fortunate; 
So hall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be 1 
And the blots of nature”s hand 
Shall not in their iſſue fand; 
Newer mole, hair-lip, nor ſcar, 
Nor mark prodigious, ſuch as are 
Deſpiſed in nativity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this ficld-dewv conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take his gate, 
And each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
| Through this palace, with faveet peace. 
Ever ſhall it ſafely reft, 
And the owner of it bleſt, 
Trip away, make no ſtay ; 
Meet me all by break of 47 
Puck. If we ſhadows have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended 
That you have but ſlumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appear. 
And this weak and idle theam 
No more yielding but a dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend; 
If you pardon, we will mend. 


And as I am honeſt Puck, 


If we have unearned luck 
Now to ſcape the ſerpent's tongue, 
. amends ere long: 
Elſe the Pzck a liar call: 
So, good night unto you all. 
Give me your hands, if we be friends; * 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends. 
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Valentine, 


Dram atis Perſonæ. | 


DU KE of Milan, Father to Silvia. 


Fern j the two Gentlemen. 

Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 

Thurio, a feoliſ:Rival to Valentine. 
Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in her Eſcape. 
Hoſt, where Julia /odges in Milan. 
Out-laws. 

Speed, 4 clownifh Sede to Valentine. 
Launce, tbe lite to Protheus. ; 
Panthion, e to Anthonio. 


Julia, a Lady 7 Verona, beloved of Protheus. 
Silvia, the Duke of Milan's Daughter, beloved 17 Va- 


lentine. 
Lucetta, Waiting-woman to Julia, 


Servants, Muſicians. 


The SCENE, ſometimes in Verona; ſometimts in 
Milan; and on the Frontiers of Mantua, 
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SCENE, An open Place in Verona, 
Enter Valentine and Protheus. 


* 


| VALENTINE. N 
EAS E to perſuade, my loving Protheus; 


Wits; | 


* I rather would intreat thy company, 
To ſee the wonders of the world abroad; _ { 
Than (living dully ſluggardiz d at home) : 
_ Wear out thy youth with ſhapeleſs idleneſs. 
But ſince thou lov'ſt, love ſtill, and thrive therein; 
Ev'n as I would, when I to love begin. 5 
Pro. Wilt thou be gone? ſweet Valentine, adieu; 
Think on thy Protheus, when thou, haply, ſeeſt 


N. Home keeping youth have ever homely 


| = Wer't not, affection chains thy tender days 
Io the ſweet glances of thy honour'd love, 


Some 
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144 The' Two Gentlemen of Verona: 

Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel: 

Wiſh me partaker in thy happineſs, 

When thou doſt meet good hap; and in thy danger, 

If ever danger do environ thee, 5 
Commend thy Grievance to my holy prayer; 

For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine. 

Val. And on a love-book pray for my ſucceſs. 
Pro. Upon ſome book I love, I'Il pray for thee. 
Val. That's on ſome ſhallow ſtory of deep love, 

How young Leander croſs'd the Helleſpont. 

Pro. That's a deep ſtory of a deeper love; 

For he was more than over ſhoes in love. 

Val. Tis true; for you are over boots in love, 

And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont. i 
Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the boots. (1) 
Val. No, I will not; for it boots thee not. 

Pro. What? 3 = 

Val. To be in love, where ſcorn is bought with groans; 

Coy looks, with heart-ſore ſighs; one fading moment's 

55 mirth, „„ . * . W 

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights. 

If haply won, perhaps, an hapleſs gain: 

If loft, why then a grievous labour won; 

However, but a folly bought with wit; | 
' Or elſe a wit by folly vanquiſhed. IT 

Pro. So, by your circumſtance, you call me fool. 
Val: So, by your circumſtance, I fear, you'll prove. 
Pro. Tis love you cavil at; I am not love. 
Val. Love is your maſter ; for he maſters you. 

And he that is ſo: yoaked by a fool, 

| Methinks, ſhould not. be chronicled for wiſe. 

Pero. Vet writers ſay, as in the ſweeteſt bud 

The eating canker dwells; ſo eating love 

Inhabits in the fineſt wits of all. 

Val. And writers ſay, as the moſt forward bud 


(1) nay, give me not the boots.] A proverbial Expreſſion, tho? 


now difus'd, ſignifying, don't make a laughing Stock of me; 
don't play upon me. The French have a Phraſe, Bailler fein 
in Corne; which Corgrave thus interprets, To give one the Boots; 


t ſell him a Bargain, | Ws 
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Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow; 
Even ſo by love the young and tender wit 
Ts tarn'd to folly, blaſting in the bud; 
Loſing his verdure even in the prime, 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore waſte I time to counſel thee, 
That art a votary to fond deſire? 
Once more, adieu: my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
Val. Sweet Protheus, no: now let us take our leave. 
At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters 
Of thy ſucceſs in love ; and what news elſe 
Betideth here in abſence of thy friend : 
And I likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 
Pro. All happineſs bechance to thee in Milan“? 
Val. As much to you at home; and fo, farewel! [ Exit, 
Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love ; 
ie leaves his friends to dignify them more; 
] leave myſelf, my friends, and all for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou haſt metamorphos'd me; 
Made me neglect my ſtudies, loſe my time, 
War with good counſel, ſet the world at nought ; 
z Made wit t with muſing weak, heart ſick with thought, 
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Enter Speed. 


Speed. Sir Protheus, ſave you; ſaw you my maſter ? 
Pro. But now he parted hence, timbark for Milan. 
| Speed. Twenty to one then he is ſhipp'd already, 
And I have play'd the ſheep in loſing him. 
Pro. Indeed, a ſheep doth very often ſtray, 
An if the ſhepherd be awhile away. 2 


Speed. You conclude that my maſter 1 is a ſhepherd 
then, and I a ſheep? 


Pro. I do. 


Speed. Why then my horns are his horns whether i 
wake or ſleep. 


Pro. A filly anſwer, and fitting well a ſheep. 
Soced. This proves me ſtill a ſheep. 
Pro. True; and thy maſter a ſh:phero. 
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Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumſtance. 

Pro. It ſhall go hard, but I'll prove it by another. 

Speed. The ſhepherd ſeeks the ſheep, and not the ſheep 
the ſhepherd ; but I ſeek my maſter, and my maſter ſeeks 
not me; therefore I am no ſheep. 

Pro. The ſheep for fodder follows the ſhepherd, the 
ſhepherxd for the food follows not the ſheep ; thou for 
wages —_— thy maſter, thy maſter for wages follows 
not thee; therefore thou art a ſheep. 

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry Bag. 

Pro. But doſt thou hear? gaveſt thou my letter to Julia? 
Speed. Ay, Sir, I, a loſt mutton, gave your letter to 
her, a lac'd mutton (2), and ſhe, 2 ad mutton, gave 
me, a loſt mutton, nothing for my labour. 

Pro. Here's too ſmall a paſture for ſuch ſtore of muttons. 

Speed. If the ground be over- charg d, you were beſt 
ſtick her. 

Pro. Nay, in that you are a ftray ( 3), twere beſt 

pound you. 

Speed. Nay, Sir, leſs than a pound mall ſerve me for 
carrying your letter. 

Pro. You miſtake: I mean the pound, a pin-fold. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and over, 
"tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your lover, 


(2) I a loſt RATE gave your leiter to ber, a lac'd mut- 
ton; ] Speed calls himſelf a Je Mutton, becauſe he had loft 
his Maſter, and becauſe Protbeus had been proving him a Sheep. 
But why does he call the Lady a lac'd Mutton? Your notable 
Wenchers are to this Day call'd Mutton-mongers : and conſe- 
quently the Object of their Paffion muſt, by the Metaphor, be 
the Mutton, And Cotgrave, in his Englifh- French Dictionary, 
explains Lac'd Mutton, Une Garſe, putain, fille de Foy e, And 
Mr. Motteux has render'd this Paſſage of Rabelais, in the Pro- 
: logue of his fourth Book, Cailles coiphees mignonnement cbantant, 
in this manner; Coated Quaili and laced Mutton wagg:ſhly fn 
ing. So that /ac'd Mutton has been a ſort of Standard Phraſe 
for Girls of Pleaſure, 

(3) May, in that you are aftray.] For the Reaſon Protheus Bed 
Dr. Thirlty adviſes that We ſhould read, a Stray, i. e. a ray 
Sheep; Which continues Protbeus's Banter upon Speed, 


Pro. 


The Two Gentlemen of Verona, 147 


Pro. But what ſaid ſhe : did ſhe nod? [Speed nods, 
Speed. I. 3 | 
Pro. Nod-I ? why, that's noddy. 

Speed. You miſtook, Sir: I ſaid, ſhe did nod: 

And you aſk me, if ſhe did nod; and I ſaid, I. 

Pro. And that ſet together, is noddy. _ 
Speed. Now you have taken the pains to ſet it together, 
dane Ir your ² A rs; 

Pro. No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the letter. 
Speed. Well, I perceive, I muſt be fain to bear with 

ou. 1 

7 Pro. Why, Sir, how do you bear with me ? 

Speed. Marry, Sir, the letter very orderly ; 

Having nothing but the word noddy for my pains. 

Pro. Beſhrew me, but you have a quick wit. | 
Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe, 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief: what 
Jad ſhe? . 5 
Steed. Open your purſe, that the money and the mat- 
ter may be both at once deliver'd. Es 
Pro. Well, Sir, here is for your pains ; what ſaid ſhe? 
Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 
Pro. Why? could'ſt thou perceive ſo much from her? 
Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her ; 

No, not fo much as a ducket for delivering your letter. 

And being ſo hard to me that brought your mind, 

J fear, ſhe'll prove as hard to you in telling her mind. 

Give her no token but ſtones; for ſhe's as hard as ſteel. 
Pro. What, ſaid ſhe nothing ? : 
Speed. No, not ſo much as take this for thy pains : 

To teſtify your bounty, Ithank you, you have teſtern'd me: 

In requital whereof, henceforth carry your letter your- 

ſelf: and ſo, Sir, I'll commend you to my maſter. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to ſave your ſhip from wreck, 

Which cannot periſh, having thee aboard, 

Being deſtin'd to a drier death on ſhore. 

I muſt go ſend ſome better meſſenger : 

I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines, 

Receiving them from ſuch a worthleſs poſt. 
1 9 | [ Excunt ſeverally. 

SCENE 
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- SCENE changes to Julia's Chamber. 


Enter julia and Lucetta. 
| Ju. UT ſay, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
Would'it thou then counſel me to fall in love; 
Luc. Ay, madam, fo you ſtumble not unheedfully. 
Jul. Of all the fair reſort of gentlemen, 
That ev'ry day with parle encounter me, 
In thy opinion which is worthieſt love? 
TCuc. Pleaſe you, repeat their names; I'll ſhew my mind, | 
According to my ſhallow ſimple kill. 3 
Jul. What think'ſt thou of the fair Sir E glamour ? | 
Luc. As of a Knight well ſpoken, neat and fine; 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. 
Jul. What think'ſt thou of the rich Mercatio p 
Luc. Well of his wealth; but of himſelf, ſo, ſo. 
Jul. What think'ſt thou of the gentle Protheus ? 
Luc. Lord, lord! to fee what folly reigns in us! 
Jul. How now? what means this paſſion at his name? 
Luc. Pardon, dear madam ; tis a * Os, 
That I, unworthy body as I am, 
Should cenſure thus on lovely gentlemen. 
Jul. Why not on Pretheus, as of all the reſt ? 
Luc. Then thus; of many good, I think him beſt. 
Jul. Your reaſon? 
Luc. I have no other but a woman's reaſon ; 
I think him ſo, becauſe I think him ſo. 
Jul. And would'ſt thou have me caſt my love on him ? 
Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not caft away. 
Jul. Why, he of all the reſt hath never mov'd me. 1 
Luc. Yet he of all the reſt, I think, beſt loves ye. = 
2 His little ſpeaking ſhews his love but ſmall. 
The fire, that's cloſeſt kept, burns moſt of all. 
Jul They do not love, that do not ſhew their love. 
Luc. Oh, they love leaſt, that let men know their love. 
Jul. T would, I knew his mind. 
Luc. Peruſe this paper, madam, 
Jul. To Julia; ſay, from whom ? 
Ln. That the contents will ſhew. 
Jul. Say, ſay ; who gave it thee? 


Lac. 
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Luc. Sir Valentine's page; and ſent, I think, from 
Prot beus. 5 5 
He would have giv'n it you, but I, being in the way, 
Did in your name receive it; pardon the fault, I pray. 
Jul. Now, by my modeſty, a goodly broker! 
Pare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whiſper and conſpire againſt my youth? 
Now, truſt me, tis an office of great worth; 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
There, take the paper; ſee, it be return'd ; 
Or elſe return no more into my fight. 
Luc. To plead for love deſerves more fee than hate. 
Jul. Will ye de gone? . 
Luc. That you may ruminate. [ Exit. 
Jil. And yet I would, I had o'er-look'd the letter. 
It were a ſhame to call her back again, 
And pray her to a fault, for which I chid her. 
What fool is ſhe, that knows I am a maid, ' 
And would not force the letter to my view ? 
Since maids, in modeſty, ſay No, to that | 
Which they would have the proffrer conſtrue, Aj. 
Fie, fie; how wayward is this fooliſh love, 
That, like a teſty babe, will ſcratch the nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled, kiſs the rod ? 
How churliſily I chid Lucetta hence, 
When willingly I would have had her here! 
How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 
| When inward joy enforc'd my heart to ſmile ! 
My penance is to call Lucetta back, 
And ask remiſſion for my folly paſt. 
L What, ho! Lucetta ! | | 
| Re-enter Lucetta. 
Luc. What would your ladyſhip ? 
Ful. Is't near dinner-time ? 
Luc. I would it were; 
That you might kill your tamach on your meat, 
And not upon your maid. 
Jul. What is't that you 
Took up ſo gingerly ? 
| H 3 Luc. 
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Luc. Nothing. 

Jul. Why didſt thou 350 then? 

Luc. To take a paper up, that I let fall. 

Jul. And is that paper nothing? 

Luc. Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lye for thoſe that it concerns. 

Luc. 1 ladam, it will not lye, where it concerns; 
Unleſs it have a falſe interpreter. 

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in chime, 

Luc. That I might fing it, madam, to a tune: 
_ Give me a note; your ladyſhip can ſet. 

Jul. As little by ſuch toys as may be poſlible : - 
Beſt ſing it to the tune of Light o love. 

Luc. It is too heavy for to light a tune. 

Jul. Heavy! bclike, it hath ſome burthen then. 

Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you ling it. 

Jul. And why not you ? 

Luc. I cannot reach ſo high. 

Jul. Let's fee your ſong : 
How now, minion ? 

Lac. Keep tune there ſtill, 2 you will ſing it out: 
And yet, methinks, I do not like this —_— 

Jul. You do not? 

Luc. No, madam, 'tis too ſharp. 

Jul. You, minion, are too ſawcy. 

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat; 
And mar the concord with too harſh a deſcant : 
There wanteth but a mean, to fill your ſong. 

Ful. The mean is drown'd with your unruly baſe. 

Luc. Indeed, I bid the baſe for Protheus. (4) 

Ful. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coil with proteſtation ! [. ears ii. 
Go, get you gone; and let the papers lye: 
| You would be fingering them, to anger me. 


(4) I bid the baſe for Protheus.] Lucetta here alters the Al- 
| legory from the Baſe in Mufick to a Country Exerciſe, call'd 
in the North, Bid. tbe-Baſe; in which Some purſue, to take the 
Others Priſoners So that Lucetta would intend to ſay, In- 
« deed, 1 take pains to make you a e for Protbeus. 
Mr. Warburton, 

Luc. 


Injurious waſps, to feed on ſuch ſweet honey, 
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Luc. She makes it ſtrange, but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be ſo anger'd with another letter. Exit. 
Ful. Nay, would I were ſo anger'd with the ſame ! 

Oh hateful hands, to tear ſuch loving words ! 


And kill the bees, that yield it, with your ſtings ! 
I'Il kiſs each ſeveral paper for amends: 
Look, here is writ Lind Julia; Unkind Julia! 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, _ 
I throw thy name againſt the bruiſing ſtones; 
Trampling contemptuouſly on thy difdain. 

Look, here is writ, Love. auounded Protheus. 

Poor wounded name! my boſom, as a bed, | 
Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal'd ; 
And thus I ſearch it with a fov'reign kiſs. 
But twice, or thrice, was Protheus written down; 
Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away, 
Till I have found each letter in the letter, 
Except mine own name : That ſome whirl-wind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock, 
And throw it thence inte the raging ſea! 
Lo, here in one Line is his name twice wnt : 
Poor forlorn Protheus, paſſionate Protheus, 
To the ſaueet julia: that I'll tear away; 
And yet I will not, fith ſo prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names : 
Thus will I fold them one upon another ; 
Now kiſs, embrace, contend, do what you will. 


Enter Lucetta. 


Luc. Madam, dinner is ready, and your father ſtays, 
Jul. Well, let us go. : 
Luc. What, ſhall theſe papers lye like tell-tales here? 
Jul. If thou reſpe& them, beſt to take them up. 
Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down: 
Yet here they ſhall not lye, for catching cold. 
Jul. IJ ſee, you have a month's mind to them. 
Luc. Ay, madam, you may ſay what fights you ſee : 
I ſee things too, although you judge I wink. 
Jul. Come, come, will't pleaſe you go? [Exeurt. 
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SCENE, Anthonio's Zouſe. 
Enter Anthonio and Panthion. 


Ant. FE LI. . Panthion, what ſad talk was 

| | that, | | | 

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloiſter ? 

Pant. Twas of his nephew Protheus, your ſon, 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 

Pant. He wonder'd that your lordſhip 

Would ſuffer him to ſpend his youth at home, 

Maile other men of ſlender reputation . 

Put forth their ſons to ſeek preferment out: (5) 

Some to gry pony to try their fortune there ; 

Some, to diſcover Iſlands far away ; 

Some, to the ſtudious univerſities. 

For any, or for all theſe exerciſes, 

He ſaid, that Protheus your fon was meet: 

And did regueſt me to importune you, 

To let him ſpend his time no more at home; 

Wich would be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor need'ſt thou much importune me to that, 

 Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have conſider'd well his loſs of time: 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 

Not being try'd, and tutor'd in the world : 

Experience is by induſtry atchiev'd, 

And perfected by the ſwift courſe of time : 

Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 
Pant. I think, your lordſhip is not ignorant, 

How his companion, youthful Valentine, 


= Put fortb their ſons] In Shakeſpeare's Time, Voyages for 


the Diſcovery of the Weft- Indies were all im Vogue. And we 
find, in the Journals of Travellers of that Time, that the Sons 
cf Noblemen, and of others of the beſt Quality in England, 
went commonly on thoſe Adventures. To which prevailing 
Faſhion, tis evident, the Poet frequently alludes in this Play; 


not without high Commendations of it, Mr. Warburton, 
re Attends 
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Attends the Emperor in his royal court. (6) 
Ant. I know it well. 
Pant. Twere good, I think, your loreſhip ſent him 
thither ; . 
There ſhall he practiſe tilts and tournaments, 
Hear ſweet diſcourſe, converſe with noblemen; 
And be in eye of every exerciſe, 
Worthy his youth and nobleneſs of birth. 
Ant. I like thy counſel; well haſt thou advis'd : 
And that thou may'ſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make known; 
Ev'n with the ſpeedieſt expedition 
I will diſpatch him to the Emperor's court. | 
Pant. To morrow, may it pleafe you, Don Alphonſo, 
With other gentlemen of good eſteem, 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor ; 
And to commend their ſervice to his will. 
Ant. Good company: with them ſhall Protheus go. 
And, in good time, now will we break with him. 
Enter Protheus. 
Pro. Sweet love, ſweet lines, ſweet life! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn. 
Oh ! that our fathers would applaud our loves, 
To ſeal our happineſs with their conſents !_ 
Oh heav'nly Julia / | 
Ant, How now? what letter are you reading there? 
Pro. May't pleaſe your lordſhip, 'tis a word or two 


(6) Attends the Emperor in his royal court. | The Emperor's. 
Royal Court is properly at Vienna, but Valentine, tis plain, is 


at Milan; where, in moſt other Paſſages, tis ſaid he is attend- 


ing the Duke, who makes one of the CharaQers in the Drama. 
This ſeems to convict the Author of a Forgetſulneſs and Con- 
tradition ; but, perhaps, it may be ſolved thus, and Milan be 
call'd the Emperor's Court; as, ſince the Reign of C>ar/emargrne, 
thiis Dukedom and its Territories have belong'd to the Empe- 
rors. I wiſh, 1 could as eaſily ſolve another Abſurdity, which 
encounters us; of Falentine's going from Verana to Mun, both 
laland Places, by. Sea, 18 5 „ 
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SCENE, Anthonio's Zoe. 


Enter Anthonio axd Panthion. 


An. ELI. in, Panthion, what ſad talk was 

. that, 
W herewich my brother held you in the cloifter ? 

ant. Twas of his nephew Protheus, your ſon, 
Ant. Why, what of him? | 
Pant. He wonder'd that your lordſhip 

Would ſuffer him to ſpend his youth at home, 
Vhile other men of ſlender reputation 
Put forth their ſons to ſeek preferment out: (5) 
Some to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to diſcover Iſlands far away; bl 
Some, to the ſtudious univerſities. 
For any, or for all theſe exerciſes, 
He ſaid, that Protheus your ſon was meet: 
And did requeſt me to importune you, 
To let him ſpend his time no more at home; 
Wich would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having known no travel in his youth. 
Ant. Nor need'ſt thou much importune me to that, 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 
I have conſider'd well his loſs of time: 
And how he cannot be a perfect man, 
Not being try'd, and tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by induſtry atchiev'd, 
And perfected by the ſwift courſe of time: 
Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him? 
Pant. I think, your lordſhip is not ignorant, 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 


(5) Put forth their ſons] In Shakeſpeare's Time, Voyages for 
the Diſcovery of the Weft- Indies were all im Vogue. And we 
find, in the Journals of Travellers of that Time, that the Sons 

cf Noblemen, and of others of the beſt Quality in England, 
went commonly on thoſe Adventures. To which prevailing. 
- Faſhion, *tis evident, the Poet frequently alludes in this Play; 
not without high Commendations of it. Mr. Warburton, 


Attends 
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Attends the Emperor in his royal court. (6) 

Ant. I know it well. 

Pant. Twere good, I think, your lorè ſhip ſent him 

thither ; 
There ſhall he practiſe tilts and tournaments, 
Hear ſweet diſcourſe, converſe with noblemen ; 
And be in eye of every exerciſe, 
Worthy his youth and nobleneſs of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counſel; well haſt thou advis'd : 
And that thou may'ſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make known; 

Ev'n with the ſpeedieſt expedition 
Iwill diſpatch him to the Emperor's court. 


Pant. To morrow, may it pleafe you, Don Alp onſog. 


With other gentlemen of good eſteem, 

Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor ; 

And to commend their ſervice to his will. 

Ant. Good company : with them ſhall Protheus go. 
And, in good time, now will we break with him. 


Enter Protheus. 


Pro. Sweet love, ſweet lines, ſweet life! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn. 
Oh ! that our fathers would applaud our loves, 


To ſeal our happineſs with their conſents | [+ 
Oh heav'nly Julia ] 


Ant. How now? what letter are you reading there? 


Pro. May't pleaſe your lordſhip, tis a word or two 


(6) Abend tbe Emperor : in his royal court. The von s 
Royal Court is properly at Vienna, but Falentine, tis plain, is 
at Milan; where, in molt other Paſſages, tis ſaid he is attend- 
ing the Duke, who makes one of the Characters in the Drama. 
This ſcems to convict the Author of a Forgetſulneſs and Con- 


tradiction; but, perhaps, it may be ſolved thus, and Milaa be 


call'd the Emperor s Court; as, ſince the Reign of Charlemaigne, 
this Dukedom and its Territories have belong'd to the Empe- 
rors. I wiſh, 1 could as eaſily ſolve another Abſurdity, which 


encounters us; of Valentine's going from Yerana to Milux, both 
 laland Places, by Sea, 


H ; 5 Ot 


5. 5 F OE 
_— ae = Sf by 0 8 * — = * — 
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Of commendation ſent from Valentine; 
Deliver'd by a friend that came from him. 
Ant. Lend me the letter; let me ſee what news. 
Pro. There is no news, my lord, but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daily graced by the Emperor ; ons 
Wiſhing me with him, partner of his fortune. 
Ant. And how ſtand you affected to his wiſh ? 
Pro. As one relying on your lordſhip's will, 
And not depending on his friendly wiſh. 
Ant. My will is ſomething ſorted with his wiſh : 
Muſe not that I thus ſuddenly proceed; 
For what I will, I will; and there's an end. 
I am refolv'd, that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
With Valentino in the Emp'ror's court: 
What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: 
To morrow be in readineſs to go. 
_ Excuſe it not, for I am peremptory. 
Pro. My lord, I cannot be fo ſoon provided; 
_ Pleaſe to deliberate a day or two. 
Ant. Look, what thou want'|, ſhall be ſent after thee: 
No more of ſtay; to morrow thou mult go. 
Come on, Pantbion; you ſhall be employ'd 
To haſten on his expedition. [Exe. Ant. and Pant. 
Pro. Thus have I ſhun'd the fire, for fear of burning; 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd :. 
J fear'd to ſhew my father Julia's letter, 
Leſt he ſhould take exceptions to my love ; 
And with the vantage of mine own excule, 
Hath he excepted moſt againſt my love. 
Oh, how this ſpring of love reſembleth (7) 
TH' uncertain glory of an April day; 
Which now ſhews all the beauty of the ſun, 
And by and by, a cloud takes all away! 1 
Enter 
(7) Ob, . this ſpring of love reſembletb well.] This Mono- 
ſyllable was foiſted in by Mr. Pepe, to ſupport, as he thought, 


the Verſification in the Cloſe, But it Was done or want of 


obſerving Shakeſpeare's Licences in his Meaſures: which *tis 
| 0 Proper 
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Eater Panthion. 


Pant. Sir Protheus, your father calls for you; 
He is in haſte, therefore, I pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is! my heart accords thereto : 3 
And yet a thouſand times it anſwers, no. [ Exeunt.. 


AV + 
Y CENE Hanger 4 to „ Milan. 
An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Valentine and Speed. 


SPEED. 
IR, your glove——— 
Pal. Not mine ; my loves a1 are on. 
Speed. Why then this my be yours, for this > 
bdut one. 
1 Ha! let me ſee: ay, give it me, it's mine : 
Sweet ornament, that decks a thing divine ! 
Ah Silvia! Silvia 
Speed. Madam Silvia! Madam Silvia! 
Val. How now, Sirrah ; 
Speed. She is not within hearing, Sir. 
Val. Why, Sir, who bad you call her ? 
Speed. Your worſhip, Sir, or elſe I miſtook. 
Val. Well, you'll ſtill be too forward. 
Speed. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too ſlow... 
Val. Go to, Sir; tell me, do you know Madam u, 
Speed. She, chat your worſhip loves? 
Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ? 


proper, once for all, to take notice of. Reſtmblerb, he de- 
fign'd here ſhould in Pronunciation make four Syllables 3 as 
 MWitnefſe, afterwards in this Play, and as Fidler, (in the 7. aming 
2 Shrew) and Angry, (twice in Timon of Athens) are made Tri- 
Hllables; and as Fire and Hour are almoſt for ever protraQted! 
by him to twg ** 

Speed. 
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Speed. Marry, by theſe ſpecial marks; firſt, you have 
learn'd, like Sir Prottevs, to wreath your arms like a 
male-content; to reliſh a love-ſong, like a Robin rea- 
| breaft ; to walk alone, like one that had the peſtilence 
to ſigh, like a ſchool-boy that had loſt his A. B. C: to 
weep, like a young wench that had buried her gran- 
dam ; to faſt, like one that takes diet; to watch, like 
one that fears robbing ; to ſpeak puling, like a beggar 
at Halliaumaſt. You were wont, when you laugh d. 
to crow like a cock; when you walk'd, to walk like 
one of the lions; when you faſted, it was preſently after 
dinner ; when you look'd ſadly, it was for want of 
mony : and now you are metamorphos'd with a miſ- 
treſs, that, when I look on you, I can hardly think 
vou my maſter. 
Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd in me? 

Speed. They are all perceiv'd without ye. 
Val. Without me ? they cannot. =p 

Speed. Without you? nay, that's certain; for with- 
ont you were ſo ſimple, none elſe would: But you 
are ſo without theſe Follies, that theſe follies are with- 
in you, and ſhine through you like the water in an 
vrinal ; that not an eye that ſees you, but is a phyſt- 
tian to comment on your malady. 

Val. But tell me, doſt thou know my lady Silvia? 

Speed. She, that you gaze on ſo as ſhe fits at ſupper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that? ev'n ſhe I mean. 

Steed. Why, Sir, I know her not. 

Val. Doſt thou know her by my gazing on her, 
and yet know'ſt her not? 5, 

Speed. Is ſhe not hard-favour'd, Sir? 

Vol. Not fo fair, boy, as well-favour'd. 
_ Speed. Sir, I know that weli enough. 

Veil. What doſt thou know? | | | 

Speed. That the is not fo fair, as of you well favour'd. 
Val. I mean that her beauty is exquilite, 
But her Favour infinite. | 

"ped. That's - becauſe the one is painted, and the 
other out of all count. 3 os 
Jul. How painted? and how out of count? 


| Sferd, 
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| Speed. Marry, Sir, ſo painted to make her fair, that 
no man counts of her beauty. 


Dial. How eſteem'ſt thou me? I account of her 
beauty. 

Speed. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe was deform'd. 
Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd ? bo 
Speed. Ever fince you lov'd her. 

Val. J have lov'd her, ever ſince I ſaw her; 

And ſtill I ſee her beautiful. 

| Speed. If you love her, you cannot ſee her. 

Val. Why? 

Speed. Becauſe love is blind. O, that you had mine 
eyes, or your own eyes had the lights they were wont 
to have, when you chid at Sir Protheus for going un- 
gy ns 

Val. What ſhould I ſee chen 

Speed. Your own preſent folly, and her paſling de- 
formity: For he, being in love, could not ſee to garter 
his hoſe ; and you, being 1 in — cannot ſee to put on 

your hoſe. 

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love: "for laſt 
morning you could not ſee to wipe my ſhoes. 

Speed. True, Sir, I was in love with my bed; I thank 

you, you ſwing'd me for my love, which makes me the 
bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val. In concluſion, I ſtand affected to her. 

Speed. I would you were ſet, ſo your affection would 
ceaſe. 

Val. Laſt night ſhe injoin'd me to write ſome lines to 

one the loves. 

Speed. And have you | ? 

* Fal. I have. 
Steed; Are they not lamely writ ? 
Val. No, boy, but as well as 1 can do chem: 
Peace, here ſhe comes. 


Euter Sitvin: 


Speed. Oh excellent motion ! Oh exceeding pupp. t! 
Now will he interpret to her. 
Val. Madam and miſtreſs, a thouſand gocd morr wh, 
Pee 
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Speed. Oh ! give ye good ev'n ; here's a million of 
manners. JET 
Sil. Sir Valentine and ſervant, to you two thouſand. 
Speed. He ſhould give her intereft ; and ſhe gives it 


 Fal, As you injoin'd me, I have writ your letter, 

Unto the ſecret, nameleſs, friend of yours; 
Which I was much unwilling-@o proceed in, 

But for my duty to your ladyſhip. PE 
p Sil. I thank you, gentle ſervant ; tis very clerkly 

one. . . 

Val. Now truſt me, madam, it came hardly off: 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
'T writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance, you think too much of fo much pains ? 

Val. No, madam, ſo it Reed you, I will write, 
Pleaſe you command, a thouſand times as much. 
And yet F 
Sil. A pretty period; well, I gueſs the ſequel ; 

And yet I will not name it; and yet I care not; 
And yet take this again, and yet I thank you; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
=__ And yet you will; and yet, another yet. [ Aar. 
Val. What means your ladyſhip? do you not like it? 
Sil. Yes, yes, the lines are very quaintly writ ; 
But fince unwillingly, take them again; 
Nay, take them. = 
Val. Madam, they are for you. 
Sil. Ay, ay; you writ them, Sir, at my requeſt ; 
But I will none of them; they are for you: 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Pleaſe you, I'll write your ladyſhip another. 
Sil. And when it's writ, for my ſake read it over; 
And if it pleaſe you, fe; if not, why ſo. 

Val. It it pleaſe me, madam, what then ? 

Sil. Why if it pleaſe you, take it for your labour; 
And ſo good morrow, ſervant. c 
Sßpecd. O jeſt unfeen, inſcrutable, inviſible, 3 
As a noſe on a man's face, or a weathercock on a 


ſteeple! 
My 
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My maſter ſues to her, and ſhe hath taught her ſuitor 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor : T 
O excellent device! was there ever heard a better: 
That my maſter, being the ſeribe, to himſelf ſhould write: 
- "the letter? * 
Val. How now, Sits what are you reaſoning with 
yourſelf! | 
Speed. Nay, I was chiming; ; 'tis you that have the 
reaſon. 
Pal. To do what? 
| Speed. To be a ſpokeſman from madam Sihoia. 
Val. To whom? | 
| Speed. To yourſelf; why, ſhe wooes you by a figure, 
Val. What figure? 
| Speed. By a letter, I ſhould ſay. an 
Val. Why, ſhe hath not writ to me? 
Hßdeed. What need ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made you write to vourfelf ? 
Why, do you not perceive the jelt ? 
Val. No, believe me. 
Speed. No believing you, indeed, Sir: but did you 
perceive her earneſt? 
Val. She gave me none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Why, ſhe hath given you a letter. 
Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend. 
Speed. And that letter hath ſhe deliver'd, and there's 
an end. 
Val. J would it were no worſe. 
Speed. I'll warrant you, tis as well: 
For often have you writ to her, and ſhe in modeſty, 
2 * Or elſe for want of idle time, could not again reply; 
r fearing elſe ſome meſſenger, that might her mind 
&« diſcover, 
“ Herſelf bath taught her love himſelf to write unto: 
„ $6.-Her 1Over. : 
All this I ſpeak in print; for in print T found i it. — 
Why muſe you, Sir? tis dinner time, 
Val. J have din'd. * 
Spccd. Ay, but hearken, Sir; tho' the Cameleon love 


can feed on the air, I am one. that am nouriſh'd by my 
victuals, 


= rr — 
| " 0 
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victuals, and would fain have meat: Oh, be not like 
your miſtreſs; be moved, be moved. [EExtunt. 


SCENE changes to Julia's Houſe at Verona. 
Enter Protheus and Julia. 


Pro. F FAVE patience, gentle Julia. 
GETS IL Jul. I muſt, where is no remedy. 
Pro. When poſhbly 1 can, I will return. 
Jul. If you turn not, you will return the ſooner; 
Keep this remembrance for thy Falia's ſake. 


wing a ring, 


you this. 9 
Jul. And ſeal the bargain with a holy kiſs. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conſtancy ; 
And when that hour o'erſlips me in the day, 
Wherein I ſigh not, Julia, for thy ſake; 
The next emuing hour ſome foul miſchance 
Torment me, for my love's forgetfulneſs ! 
My father ſtays my coming; aniwer not: 
The tide is no); nay, not thy tide of tears; I 
That tide will Ray me longer, than I ſhould: [Ex: Julia. 
Julia, farewel.— What! gone without a word? 
Ay, ſo true love ſhould do; it cannot ſpeak ? 
For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it. 
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Enter Panthion. 


Pan. Sir Prot heus, you are ſtaid for. 
Pro. Go; I come. Do | w 
Alas ! this parting ſtrikes poor lovers dumb. [ZExeurt. 


S CEN E changes to a Street. 
Enter Launce, its Bit dog Crab. 


Laun. T AY, 'twill be this hour ere I have done 
j weeping ; all the kind of the Launces have 
this very fault; I have receiv'd my proportion, like 
the prodigious ſon, and am going with Sir Protheus to 
the Imperial's court, I think, Crab my dog be the 

: ſowreſt- 


Pre. Why then we'll make exchange; here, take 


ke 


A. 


E 
— 
E 
0 
8 
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ſowreſt-natur'd dog that lives: my mother weeping, my 
father wailing, my fiſter crying, our maid howling, our 


cat wringing her hands, and all our houſe ina great per- 


plexity ; yet did not this cruel-hearted cur ſhed one tear 
he is a ſtone, a very pebble-ſtone, and has no more pity 
in him than a dog: a Few would have wept, to have 
ſeen our parting; why, my grandam having no eyes, 
look you, wept herſelf blind at my parting. Nay, III 
ſhow you the manner of it: this ſhoe is my father; no, 
this left ſhoe is my father; no, no, this left ſhoe is my 


mother; nay, that cannot be ſo neither; yes, it is ſo, it 


is ſo; it hath the worſer ſole ; this ſhoe, with the hole in 
it, is my mother, and this my father; a vengeance on't, 
there tis: now, Sir, this ſtaff is my ſiſter; for, look 
you, ſhe is as white as a lilly, and as ſmall as a wand; 


| this hat is Nan, our maid ; I am the dog; no, the dog is 


himſelf, and Iam the dog: oh, the dog is me, and I am 


my ſelf; ay, fo, ſo; now come I to my father; father, 


your bleſſing; now ſhould not the ſhoe ſpeak a word for 
weeping; now ſhould I kiſs my father ; well, he weeps 
on; now come 1 to my mother; oh that ſhe could ſpeak 


now (8) like a wood woman! well, I kiſs her; why 


there 'tis? here's my mother's breath up and down: now 
come I to my ſiſter: mark the moan ſhe makes: now the 


Cog all this while ſheds not a tear, nor ſpeaks a word; 


but ſee, how I lay the duſt with my tears. 
Enter Panthion. 


Pant. Launce, away, away, aboard; thy maſter is 
ſhipp'd and thou art to poſt after with oars: what's the 
matter? why weep'ſt thou, man? away, aſs, you will 
loſe the tide if you tarry any longer. | 


(8) Like an ould Woman /] Theſe mere poetical Editors can do 


Nothing towards an Emendation, even when tis chalkd out to 


their hands. The firſt Folio's, agree in would: women ; for which, 
becauſe it was a Myſtery to Mr. Pope, he has unmeaningly ſubſti- 


tuted ould Woman, But it muſt be writ, or at leaſt underſtood, 
oed Woman, i. e. crazy, frantick with Grief; or diſtraQted, 
from any other Cauſe. The Word is very frequently uſed in 


Cbaucer; and ſometimes writ, weed, ſometimes, wode. p 
| aun. 


1 
: 


thy ſervice; and in loſing thy ſervice, - 


262 The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Laun. It is no matter if the ty'd were loſt, for i it is the 
unkindeſt ty'd that ever any man ty d. 

Pant, What's the unkindeſt tide? | 

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here; Crab, my dog. 

Pant. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt loſe the flood; and 
in loſing the flood, loſe thy voyage; and in loſing thy 
voyage, loſe thy maſter; and in loſing thy maſter, loſe 


why dog 
thou ſtop my mouth ? 
Laun, For fear thou ſhould'ſt loſe thy tongue, 
Pant. Where ſhould I loſe my _ 1 
Laun. In thy tale. = 
Pant. In thy tail 
Laun. Loſe the flood, and the voyage, and the ihr, 
and the ſervice, and the tide? why, man, if the river 
were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears; if the wind 
were down, I could drive the boat with my X 
Pant. — come away, man; I was ent to call 
"2000: * | 
Laun. Sir, call me what thou ark. 
Pant. Wilt thou go? 5 Fe 2 
; Laus. Wen, Iwill go. [Exeunt; 


SC ENE changes fo Milan, 
An Apartment i in the Duke's Palace. 


1 Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and speed. 


Sil. QErvant..— 
Val. Miſtreſs ? 
Speed. Maſter, Sir Thurio frowns 0 on you. 
Val. Ay, boy, it's for love. 
Speed. Not of you. 


Pal. Of my miſtreſs then. 


Speed. Twere good, you knockt him, 


Sil. Servant, you are ſad. 


Val. Indeed, madam, I ſeem ſo. 
Thu. Seem you that you are not 
Val. Haply, I do. 


fein. | 
Thu. So do countertents * 
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Pal. So do you. 5 
Thu. What ſeem I, that J am not? 
Val. Wile. 
Thu. What inſtance of the contrary ? ? 
Fal. Your ty; 
Thu. And how quote you my folly? 
Pal. I quote it in your jerk, 
Thu. My jerkin is a doublet, 
Val. Well then, Pil double your folly. 
Thu. How ? 
Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio? do you change colour 1 ? 
Val. Give him leave, madam ? he is a 2 of Ca- 
nelton. 
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood 
than live in your air. 
Val. You have ſaid, Sir. 
Thu. Ay, Sir, and done too, for this time. 
Val. I know it well, Sir; you always end, ere you 
begin. 8 
Sil. A fine volly of words, gentlemen, and quickly | 
ſhot off. 
Val. Tis, indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 
Sil. Who is that ſervant ? 
Val. Your ſelf, ſweet lady, for you gave the fire; Sir 
Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyſhip's looks, and 
ſpends, what he borrows, kindly in your company. | 
Thu. Sir, if you ſpend word tor word with me, I ſhall 
make your wit bankrupt. 
Val. I know it well, Sir; you have an exchequer of 
words, and 1 think, no other treaſure to give your fol- 
| lowers: for it appears, by their bare liveries, that they | 
live by your bare words. 


5 1 Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: Here comes my 
ather. | 


Katie the Duke. 


Duale. Now, dan ghter Silvia, you are hard beſet 
Sir Valentine, your father's in good health: 
What ſay you to a letter from your menen 
Of much good news ? 


ral. 
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Val. My lord, I will be thankful 
Fo any happy meſſenger from thence. 
Duke. Know you Dor Ai thonie, your countryman ? 
Yal. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy eſtimation ; 
And, not without deſert, ſo well reputed. 
Duke. Hath he not a ſon? . 
Val. Ay, my good lord, a fon that well deſerves 
The honour and regard of ſuch a father. 
Duke. You know him well ? 5 
Val. Iknew him, as myſelf; for from our infancy 
We have converſt, and ſpent our hours together: 
And tho' my ſelf have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the ſweet benefit of time, 5 
To cloath mine age with angel - like perfection: 
Vet hath Sir Protheus, for that's his name, 
Made uſe and fair advantage of his days; 
His years but young, but his experience old; 
His head unmellow d, but his judgment ripe; 
And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praiſes, that I now beſtow ;) 
He is compleat in feature and in mind, 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 
Dake. Beſhrew me, Sir, but if he makes this good, | 


Heis as worthy for an empreſs' love, 


As meet to be an Emperor's counſellor. 
Well, Sir, this gentleman 1s come to me, 
With commendations from great potentates ; 
And here he means to ſpend his time a while. 
J think, 'tis no unwelcome news to you. 
Val. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had been he. 
Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth: 
Silvia, I ſpeak to you; and you, Sir Thuri; + 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it: 9 | 
Fl ſend him hither to you preſently. [Exit Duke. 
Val. This is the gentleman, I told your wo | 
Had come along with me, but that his miſtreſs  _ 
Did hold his eyes lockt in her eryſtal looks. 
Sil. Belike, that now ſhe hath enfranchis'd the 
Upon ſome other pawn for fealty. 727 
js : | 4. 


The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 165 


Val. Nay, ſure, I think, ſhe holds them pris'ners ſtill. 
Sil. Nay, then he ſhould be blind; and, being blind. 
How could he ſee his way to ſeek out you ? 
Val. Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 
Thu. They ſay; that love hath not an eye at all. 
Val. To lee ſuch lovers, Thurio, as your ſelf: 
Upon a homely object love can winx. 


Enter Protheus. 


Sil. Have done, have done; here comes the gentleman. 
Val. Welcome, dear Portheus : miſtreſs, I beſeech you, 
Confirm his welcome with ſome ſpecial favour. 3 
Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be he, you oft have wiſh'd to hear from. 
Val. Miſtreſs, it is: Sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-ſervant to your ladyſhip. | 
Sil. Too low a miſtreſi for ſo high a ſervant. 
| Pro, Not ſo, ſweet lady, but too mean a ſervant, 
To have a look of ſuch a worthy miſtreſs. 
_ Val. Leave off diſcourſe of diſability : 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your ſervant. 
Pro. My duty will I boaſt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed : 
Servant, you're welcome to a worthleſs miſtreſs. 
Pro. I'll die on him that ſays ſo, but yourſelf. 
Sil. That you are welcome! 
Pro. That you are worthleſs, 


Enter Servant. © | 
Serv. Madam, my lord your father would ſpeak with 
ou. (9) . Tbs 
Sil. FIl wait upon his pleaſure : [Exit Serw.] Come, 
Sir Thurio, : 5 : 
Go with me. Once more, my new ſervant, welcome : 


„ (9) Thur. Madam, my lord your father.) This Speech in all 
the Editions is aſſign'd improperly to Tburio; but he has been 
all along wpofi the Stage, and could not know that the Duke 
wanted his Daughter. Beſides, the firſt Line and half of Silvia's 
Anſwer is evidently addreſs'd to two Perſons. A Servant, there- 
fore, muſt come in and deliver the Meſſage ; and then Silvia 
Zoes out with Thurio, | 5 


Vo 
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I'Il leave you to confer of home-affairs ; 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pero. We'll both attend upon your ladyſhip. 
e [leExe. Sil. and Thur. 
Val. Now tell me, how do all from whence you 
came? | - Ny | 
Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much 
commended. 
Val. And how do yours? 
Pro. I left them all in health 
Val. How does your lady? and how thrives your love? 
Pro, My tales of love were wont to weary you ? 
I know, you joy not in a love- diſcourſe. 
Val. Ay, Protheus, but that life is alter'd now? 
I have done penance for contemning love; | 
Whoſe high imperious thoughts have puniſh'd me 
With bitter faſts, with penitential groans; 
With nightly tears, and daily heart ſore fighs. 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hath chac'd fleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's ſorrow. 
O gentle Protbeus, love's a mighty lord; 1 
And hath fo humbled me, as I confeſs, 
There is no wo to his correction; | 
Nor to his ſervice, no ſuch joy on earth. 
Now no diſcourſe, except it be of love, 
Now can I break my faſt, dine, ſup, and ſleep 


Upon the very naked name of love. ; 


Pro. Enough: I read your fortune in your eye. 
Was this the idol, that you worſhip ſo? _ 
Val. Even ſhe; and is ſhe not a heav'nly ſaint ? 
Pro, No; but ſhe is an earthly paragon. 
Val. Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. | | 
Val. O, flatter me; for love delights in praiſe, 
Pro. When I was ſick, you gave me bitter pills; 

And ] muſt minſter the like to you. a 
Val. Then ſpeak the truth by her; if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, i 
| Sov'reign to all the creatures on the earth, 
Pre, Except my miſtreſs. Val. 


OR 


The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 167 
Val. Sweet, except not any; 
Except thou wilt except againſt my love, 
Pro. Have I not reaſon to prefer mine own ? 
: Val. And J will help thee to prefer her too: 
She ſhall be 1 with this high honour, 
To bear my lady's train, leſt the baſe earth 
| Should from her veſture chance to ſteal a kits ; 
And, of ſo great a favour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root the ſummer-ſwelling flower; 
And make rough winter everlaſtingly. 
| Pro. Why, Valentine, what bragadiſm is this 
| Val. Pardon me, Protheus; all I can, is nothing 
To her whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing ; 
She is alone . : | 
Pro. Then let her alone. 
Val. Not for the world : why, man, ſhe is mine own; 
And I as rich in having ſuch a jewel, 1 
As twenty ſeas, if all their ſand were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doat upon my love. 
My fooliſh rival, that her father likes, 
Only for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge, 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after; 
For love, thou know'R, is full of jealouſie. 
Pro. But ſhe loves you ? | 
Val. Ay, and we are betroth'd; nay more, our mar- 
riage-hour, Ea | | 
With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin'd of; how muſt climb her window, 
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted and *greed on for my happineſs. 
| Good Pretheus, go with me to my chamber, 
In theſe affairs to aid me with thy counſel. | 
Pro. Go on before ; I ſhall enquire you forth. 
1 muſt unto the road, to diſembark 
Some neceſſaries that I needs muſt uſe ; 
And then I'll preſently attend you. 
Val. Will you make haſte? _ 
Pro. I will, GET 


[Exit Val. 
Eva 
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Ev'n as one heat another heat expels, 

Or as one nail by ſtrength drives out another 
So the remembrance of my former love 

Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine Eye, or Valentino's Praiſe, (10) 
Her true perfection, or my falſe tranſgreſſion, 
That makes me, reaſonleſs, to reaſon thus? 
She's fair; and ſo is Julia, that I love; 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd; 
Which like a waxen image 'gainſt a fire, 
Bears no impreſſion of the thing it was. 
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold; 

And that I love him not, as I was wont. 

O! but I love his lady too, too, much; 
And that's the reaſon, I love him ſo little. 
How ſhall I doat on her with more advice, 
That thus without advice begin to love her? 
*Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazled ſo my reaſon's light: 
But when I look on her perfections, 

There 1s no reaſon, but I ſhall be blind. 

If I can check my erring love, I will; „ 
If not, to compaſs her I Il uſe my skill. Exit. 


(10) Is it mine then, er Valentino's Prarſe,] This ſupplemental 
Word, then, was furſt clapt in by Mr. Rowe to help the lab'ring 


| Verſe, and fince embrac'd by Mr. Pepe. But let us ſee, what 


Senſe reſults from it. What! is Protbeus queſtioning with him- 


felf, whether it is his own Praiſe, or Valentine's, that makes him 


fall in Love? But Protbeus had not prais'd Silvia any farther 
than giving his Opinion of her in three Words, when his Friend 
demanded it. In all the old Editions, we find it thus; 

Ts it mine, or Valentino's Praiſe. | 


The Verſe halts ſo, that ſome one Syllable muſt be wanting; and 


that Mr. Warburton has very ingeniouſly, and, as I think, with 
Certainty ſupply'd, as I have reftor'd in the Text. Protbeus had 


juſt ſeen Valentine's Miſtreſs ; Valentine had prais'd her ſo la- 


viſhly, that the Deſcription heighten'd Protheus's Sentiments of 
her ſrom the Interview; ſo that it was the Jeſs Wonder that he 
ſhould not know certainly, at firſt, which made the ſtrongeſt 
Impreſſion, Valentine's Praiſes, or his own View of the Original. 
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We Two Centlemen F Verona. 169 
SCENE changes to a Street. 


Enter Speed and Launee. 


Speed T 4 UNC E, by mine honeſty, welcome to 
+ Milan. 


Laun. Forſwear not thy ſelf, ſweet youth; for I am 
not welcome: I reckon this always, that a man is never 
undone, *till he be hang'd: nor never welcome to a place, 
till ſome certain ſhot be paid, and the hoſteſs ſay, wel- 
come. | 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap; I'll to the ale-houſe 
with you preſently, where, for one ſhot of five-pence, 
thou ſhalt have five thouſand welcomes. But, Sirrah, 
how did thy maſter part with madam Julia? 


Laun. Marry, after they clos'd in earneſt, they parted 
very fairly in jeſt. 


Speed. But ſhall ſhe marry him ? 
Laun. No. 

Speed. How then? ſhall he marry ber! 

Laun. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken 1 
Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fiſh. 

Speed. Why then how ſtands the matter with them ? 


Laun. Marry, thus: when it ſtands well with him, it 
ſtands well with her. 


Speed. What an aſs art thou? I underſtand thee not. 


Laun, What a block art thou, that thou canft ot? 
My ſtaff underſtands me. 


Speed. What thou ſay'ſt ? 

Laun. Ay, and what I do too? look thee, rl but 
lean, and my ſtaff underſtands me. 

Speed. It ſtands under thee indeed. | 

Laun. Why, ſtand-under, and ne u all one. 
Speed. But tell me true, will't be a match? 

Laun. Ask my dog: if he ſay, ay, it will; if he ſay, 
no, it will; if he ſhake his tail, and ſay nothing, it will. 

Speed. The concluſion is chen, that it will. 


1 i Padua in the Former editions, Ses the note one 


4 3· 2 Mr. Pope. 
Vor . 1 Laun, 
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Laun. Thou ſhalt neyer get ſuch a ſecret from me, 
but by a parable. | 
Speed. Tis well, that I get it ſo; but Launce, how 
ſay'it thou, that my maſter is become a notable lover? 
Laun. I never knew him otherwiſe. 
Speed. Than how ? . 5 
Laun. A notable Lubber, as thou reporteſt him to be. 
Speed. Why, thou whoreſon aſs, thou miſtak'ſt me. 
Laun, Why, fool, I meant not thee; I meant thy 
maſter. : 
Speed. I tell thee, my maſter is become a hot lover. 
Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not tho' he burn him- 
Melf in love: If thou wilt go with me to the ale houſe, ' 
ſo; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Few, and not worth 
the name of a Chriftian. 
Speed. Why? | „ 
Laun. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity in thee, 
as to go to the ale-houſe with a Chriſtian: wilt thou go ? 
Speed. At thy ſervice, Int. 


Enter Protheus ſolus. 


Pro. To leave my Julia, ſhall I be forſworn; 
To love fair Silvia, ſhall I be forſworn; 
Jo wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworn: 
And ev'n that pow'r, which gave me firſt my oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 
Love bad me ſwear, and love bids me forſwear : 
O ſweet-ſuggeſting love! if thou haſt ſinn'd, 
Teach me, thy tempted ſubject, to excuſe it, 
At firſt I did adore a twinkling ſtar, 
But now I worſhip a celeſtial ſun. 
 Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken; 
And he wants wit, that wants reſolved will 
To learn his wit texchange the bad for better. 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue? to call her bad, 
Whoſe ſov'reignty ſo oft thou haſt preferr'd 
With twenty thouſand foul-confirming oaths. 
I cannot leave to love, and yet 1 do: | 
But there I leave to love, where I ſhould love: 
Julia I loſe, and Valentine I loſe: 
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If I keep them, I needs muſt loſe my ſelf: 

If I loſe them, this find I by their loſs, 

For Valentine, my ſelf; for Julia, Silvia. 
I to my ſelf am dearer than a friend; 

For love is ſtill moſt precious in its ſelf; : 
And Silvia, (witneſs heaven, that made her fair!) 
Shews Fulia but a ſwarthy Ethiqope. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Remembring that my love to her is dead: 
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And Valentine I'll hold an enemy, 


Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelf, 
Without ſome treachery us'd to Valentine 
This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder 


To climb celeſtial Silvia's chamber-window ; 


My ſelf in counſel his competitor. 

Now preſently I'll give her father notice 

Of their diſguiſing, and pretended flight; 

Who, all ras will baniſh Valentine: 

For Wurio he intends, ſhall wed his daughter. 

But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly croſs, 

By ſome fly trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding. 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpoſe ſwift, 
As thou haſt lent me wit to plot this drift!  [Ext. 


SCENE changes to Julia's Houſe in Verona, 
| 3 Enter Julia and Lucetta. 
Jul. Ounſel, Lucetta; gentle girl, aſſiſt me; 


And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee, 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 


Are viſibly character'd and engrav'd, 


To leſſon me; and tell me ſome good mean, 
How with my honour I may undertake 


A journey, to my loving Protheus. 


Luc. Alas! the way is weariſome and long. 
Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To meaſure kingdoms with his feeble ſteps; 
Much leſs ſhall ſhe, that hath love's wings to fly; 


of And 
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And when the flight is made to one ſo dear, 
Of ſuch divine perfection, as Sir Protheus, 
Luc. Better N till Protbeus make return. 
Jul. Oh, know'ſt thou not, his looks are my ſoul's 
food ? 
Pity the dearth, that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food ſo long a time. 
Dia thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou would'ſt as ſoon go kindle fire with ſnow, 
As ſeek to quench the fire of love with words. 
Luc. I do not ſeek to quench your love's hot fire, 
But qualifie the fire's extream rage, 
Left it ſhould burn above the bounds of adm. | 
Jul. The more thou n it up, the more it 
burns : 
The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know'ſt, being ſtopp'd, impatiently doth rage; 
But when his fair courſe is not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſick with th enamel'd ſtones ; ; 
_ Giving a N kiſs to every ſedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage : 
And ſo by many winding nooks he ſtrays, 
With willing ſport, to the wild ocean. 
Then let me g0, and hinder not my courſe ; ; 
I'll be as patient as a gentle ſtream, 
And make a paſtime of each weary ſtep, 
Till the laſt ſtep have brought me to my love; 
And there I'll reft, as, after much turmoil, 
A bleſſed ſoul doth in E/y/ium. 
Zuc. But in what habit will you go along ? ? 
Jul. Not like a woman; for I would prevent 
The loofe encounters of laſcivious men: 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch weeds 
As may beſeem ſome well-reputed page. 
Lac. Why then your lady ſhip mult cut your hair. 
Jul. No, girl; PI] Enit it up in filken firings, 
Wich twenty odd-conceited true-love- knots : 
To be fantaitick may become a youth N 
Cf greater time than I ſhall ſhew to be. . 
„ Lt. hat faſhion, Madam, ſhall 1 make your breeches? 


Jul. 


- 
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Jul. That fits as well, as 
lord, 1 
« What compaſs will you wear your farthingale ? 
Why, even what faſhion thou beſt like'ſt, Lucetta. 
Luc. You muſt needs have them with a cod piece, 
Madam. | „ | 
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-favour d. 
Luc. A round hoſe, Madam, now's not worth a pin, 
Unleſs you have a cod- piece to ſtick pins on. 
Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me let me have 
What thou think'ſt meet, and is moſt mannerly ; 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking ſo unitaid a journey? 
J fear me, it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
Luc. If you think ſo, then ſtay at home, and go not. 
Ful. Nay, that I will not. | 
Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 
If Protheus like your journey, when you come, 
No matter who's diſpleas'd, when you are gone: 
I fear me, he will ſcarce be pleas'd withal. 
Jul. That is the leaſt, Lacetta, of my fear: 
A thouſand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 
And inſtances as infinite of love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 
Luc. All theſe are ſervants to deceitful men. 
Jul. Baſe men, that uſe them to ſo baſe effect 
Bur truer ſtars did govern Proteus birth; 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 
His love ſincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears, pure meſſengers ſent from his heart; 
His heart as far from fraud, as heav'n from earth. 
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< tell me, good my 


Luc. Pray heav'n he prove ſo, when you come to 4 

| him ! 1 58 f 9 | 3 
Jul. Now, as thou loy' me, do him not that wrong, | 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth; _ 4 
Only deſerve my love, by loving him; \ 
And preſently go with me to my chamber, 9 


To take a note, of what I ſtand in need of, 
To furniſh me upon my longing journey. ] 
All that is mine I leave at thy diſpoſe, 1 

I 3 My | 
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My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, diſpatch me hence : 

Come, anſwer not ; but do it preſently : 
I am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt, 


D 
SCENE, ibe Duke's Palace, in Milan. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, and Protheus. 


Dux E. 
IR Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile; 
We have ſome ſecrets to confer about. [ Ex: Thur. 
Now tell me, Proteus, what's your will with me? 
Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would diſcover, 
The law of friendſhip bids me to conceal; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeſerving as I am, 
My duty pricks me on to utter that, FE 
Which, elſe, no worldy good ſhould draw from me. 
Know, worthy Prince, Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends. to ſteal away your daughter: 
My ſelf am one made privy to the plot, 
I know, you have determin'd to beſtow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates : 

And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtoll'n away from you, 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus, for my duty's ſake, I rather choſe 
To croſs my friend in his intended drift ; 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of ſorrows, which would preſs you down, 
If unprevented, to your timeleſs grave. 1 

Duke. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honeſt care ; 
Which to requite, command me while I hve. 
_ This love of theirs myſelf have often ſeen, 
 Haply, when they have judg'd me faſt aſleep ; 


And 
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And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court: 
But, fearing leſt my jealous aim might err, 
And ſo unworthily diſgrace the man, 
(A raſhneſs that 1 ever yet have ſhunn'd ;) 
J gave him gentle looks; thereby to find 
That which thy ſelf haſt now diſclos'd to me. 
And that thou may'ſt perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is ſoon ſuggeſted, 
J nightly lodge her in an upper tower, 
The key whereof myſelf have ever kept; 
And thence ſhe cannot be convey'd away. 
Pero. Know, noble lord, they have devis'd a mean 
How he her chamber-window will aſcend, 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 
For which the youthful lover now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it preſently ; 
Where, if it pleaſe you, you may intercept him, 
But, good my lord, do it fo cunningly, 
That my diſcov'ry be not aimed at; 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this pretence. 
Due. Upon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
That J had any light from thee of this. 
Pro. Adieu, my lord: Sir Valentine is coming, 
. [Exit Pro, 
| Enter Valentine. 
Dake. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo faſt ? 
Val. Pleaſe it your Grace, there is a meſſenger 
That ſtays to bear my letters to my friends, 
And J am going to deliver them. 
Due. Be they of much import? be 
Val. The Tenour of them doth but ſignifie 
My health, and happy being at your court, 
Dake. Nay then, no matter; ſtay with me a while; 
I am to break with thee of ſome affairs, 
That touch me near; wherein thou muſt be ſecret, 
"Tis not unknown to thee, that I have ſought 
'To match my friend, Sir Thario, to my daughter. 
Val. I know it well, my lord; and, ſure, the match 
| 14 Were 


* 
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Were rich and honourable ; befides, the gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
L Beſeeming ſuch a wife as your fair daughter. 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him? 

Duke. No, truſt me; ſhe is peeviſh, ſullen, froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lacking duty; 

Neither regarding that ſhe is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father: 

And may I ſay to thee, this pride of hers 

Upon advice hath drawn my love from her 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 

Should have been cheriſh'd by her child-like duty, 

I now am full reſolv'd to take a wife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in: 8 

Then let her beauty be her wedding- dower: 

For me, and my poſſeſſions, ſhe eſteems not. 

Val. What would your Grace have me to do! in this? 4 
Duke. Thereis a lady, + Sir, in Milan here, | \ 

Whom I affect; but ſhe is nice and coy, 

And nought eſteems my aged eloquence ; g 

Now therefore would | have thee to my tutor; | 1 

For long agone I have forgot to court; 0 

Beſides, the faſhion of the time is chang'd,) 

How, and which way, I may beſtow myſelf, 4 

To be regarded in her ſun-bright eye. 
Val. Win her with gifts, if ſhe reſpeQs not words 

Dumb jewels often in their ſilent kind, 

More than quick words, do move a woman's mind. 
Dake. But ſhe did ſcorn a preſent, that I ſent her. 
Vol. Awoman ſometimes ſcorns what beſt contents her; 

Send her another; never give her o' er; 

For fcorn at firſt makes after- love the more. 

If the do frown, 'tis not in hate of you, 

But rather to beget more love in you: 


Send WW. Www Sai WV bed GS 


— 


1 


TID. 


+ Sir, in Alan here, It ought to be thus, inflead of =—— in 
FVeronà here. for the Scene apparently is in Milan, as ts clear 
From ſeveral paſſages in the firſt A, and in the beginning of the firſt 
Scere of the fourth Act. A like miſtake has. crept into the eighth 
Scene of AF II. where Speed bids Me fellow-ſervant Launce, 
talen ts Padua, | Mr, Pope. 
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If ſhe do chide, tis not to have you gone; 

For why, the fools are mad if left alone, 

Take no repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay ; 

For, get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away : 

Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extol their graces ; 

Tho' ne'er fo black, ſay, they have angels' faces. 

That man that hath a tongue, I ſay, is no man, 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. =D 
Duke. But ſhe IJ mean, is promis'd by her friends 

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 

And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 

That no man hath acceſs by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would reſort to her by night. 

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lockt, and keys kept ſafe, 

That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 
Val. What lets, but one may enter at her window? 
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 

And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climb it 

Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then a ladder quaintly made of cords,. 

To caſt up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 

Would ſerve to ſcale another Hero's tower, 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Duke. Now as you are a gentleman of blood, 

Adviſe me where I may have ſuch a ladder. 
Val. When would you uſe it? pray, Sir, tell me that. 
Dake. This very night; for love is like a child, 

That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeven a clock I'll get you ſuch a ladder. 
Dake. But hark thee : I will go to her alone; 

How ſhall I beſt convey the ladder thither ? : 
Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 

Under a cloak that is of any length. 0 
Duke. A cloak as long as thine will ſerve the turn? 
Val. Ay, my good lord. ; 17 
Duke. Then let me ſee thy cloak; 

I'll get me one of ſuch another length. 
Val. Why, any cloak will ſerve the turn, my lord. 

: wits SR ya ſhall I faſhion wa to wear a cloak ? 

ray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. 

Pray ee, * "What 
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What letter is this ſame ? what's here? To Silvia? 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding? 
Vl be ſo bold to break the af for once. [Duke reads. 
My thoughts do harbour xwith my Silvia nightly, 5 
Aud flaves they are to me, that ſend them fying: 
Ob could their maſter come and go as lightly, 
= Himſelf would lodge, where ſenſeleſs they are Hing: 
My herald thoughts in thy pure boſom reſt them, 
M bile I their King, that thither them importune, 
| Do curſe the grace, that with ſuch grace hath bleft hem, 
Becauſe my ſelf do want my ſervant's fortune; 
I curſe my ſelf, for they are ſent by me, 
That they ſhould harbour, aubere their lord wat? 7 
What's here? Sz via, this night will J enfranchiſe bee: ; 
"Tis fo, and here's the ladder for the purpoſe, 
Why, Phatton, for thou art Merops ſon, 
Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heav'nly car, 
And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 
Wilt thou reach ſtars, becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 
Go, baſe intruder ! over-weening- ſlave! 
Beſtow thy fawning ſmiles on equal mates; 
And think, my patience more than thy deſert, 
Is privilege for thy departure hence: _ 
Tha k me for this, more than for all the hs 
Which, all too much, I have beſtow'd on thee. 
But if thou linger in my territories, 
Longer than ſwifteſt expedition 
Will give thee time toleave our royal court, 
By heav'n my wrath ſhall far exceed the love; 
Jever bore my daughter or thy ſelf: 
Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excuſe, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy life, make ſpeed from hence. TExit. 
Val. And why not death, rather than living torment ? 
To die, is to be baniſh'd from my ſelf: 
And Silvia is my ſelf; baniſh'd from her, 
Ts ſelf from ſelf: a deadly baniſhment! 
What light is light, if Sia be not ſeen ? 
What joy is joy, if Sifvia be not by? 
Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by; 
And feed upon the ſhadow of prefection. 


Except 
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Except I be by Silvia in the night, 
There is no muſick in the nightingale; 
Unleſs I look on Silvia in the day, 
There is no day for me to look upon: 
She is my eſſence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 
I éfly not death, to fly his deadly doom; 
Tarry J here, I but attend on death: 
But fly I hence, I fly away from life. 


Enter Protheus and Launce. 


"Pro: Run, boy, run, run, and ſeek him © out. 
Laun. So-ho! ſo-ho! | 
Pro. What ſeeſt thou ? 
Laun. Him we go to find: 
'There's not an hair on's — but tis a Valentins. 
Pro. V alentine. 
Yal. No. 
Pro. Who then; his ſpirit? 
Val. Neither. 
Pro. What then? | 
Val. Nothing. 
Laun. Can nothing ſpeak ? maſter, ſhall I ſtrike ; 
Pro. Whom wouldſt thou ſtrike ? Ea. 
Laun. Nothing. 
Pro. Villain, forbear. 
Laun. Why, Sir, I'll ſtrike nothing; I pray you,— | 
Pro. 1 ſay, forbear: friend Valentine, a word. 
Val. My ears are ſtopt, and cannot hear good news; 
So much 5 bad already hath poſſeſt them. 
Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine; 
For they are harſh, untuneable, and ** 
Val. Is Silvia dead? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for ſacred Silvia! 
HFath ſhe forſworn me? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſyvorn me! 
What is your news ? 


| Lawn: 
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Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation that you” are 
| vaniſh'd. 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd; oh, that is the news, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Val. Oh, J have fed upon this woe already; 
And now exceſs of it will make me ſurfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that I am baniſhed? 
Pero. Ay, ay; and ſhe hath offer'd to the doom, 
Which unrevers'd ſtands in effectual force, 
A ſea of melting pearl, which ſome call tears: 
Thoſe at her father's churliſh feet ſhe tender'd, 
With them, upon her knees, her humble ſelf; 


| Wringing her hands, whoſe whiteneſs ſo became them, 


As if but now they waxed pale for wo. 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad ſighs, deep groans, nor filver- -ſhedding tears, 
Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate Sire; 
But Valea, if he be ta' en, muſt die. 
Beſides, her interceſſion chaf'd him ſo, 

When ſhe for thy repeal was ſuppliant, 

That to cloſe priſon he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 


Val. No more; unleſs the next word, that thou ſpeak, | 


Have ſome malignant power upon my life: 
If ſo, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 
As ending anthem of my endleſs dolour. 
Pero. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not help, 
And ſtudy help for that which thou lament'ſt. 
Time is the nurſe and breeder of all good: 

Here if thou ſtay, thou eanſt not ſee thy love; 
Beſides, thy ftaying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover's ſtaff; walk hence with that; 
And manage it againſt deſpairing thoughts. 
Thy letters may be here, tho' thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 
Ev'n in the milk-white boſom of thy love. 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulate ; 

Come, Pll convey thee through the city-gate ; 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may Concern thy love affairs: 


As 


19 


yo 
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As thou lov'ſt S ,,; tho' not for thyſelf, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 
Fal. I pray thee, Launce, an' if thou ſeeſt my boy, 
Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the north-gate. 
Pro. Go, Sitrah, find him out: come, Valentine. 
Val. O my dear Silvia ! hapleſs Valentine! Se” 
A  FExeunt Valentine and Protheus. 
Laun. J am but a fool, look you, and yet I have the 
wit to think my maſter is a kind of a knave: but that's 
all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not now that 
knows me to be in love, yet I am in love ; but a team 
of horſe ſhall not pluck that from me, nor who 'tis 1 
love, and yet 'tis a woman ; but what woman I will not 
tell myſelf, and yet tis a milk-maid ; yet tis not a maid, 
for ſhe hath had goſſips; yet tis a maid, for ſhe is her 
maſter's maid, and ſerves for wages : ſhe hath more qua- 
lities than a water-ſpaniel, which is much in a bare chri- 
ftian, Here is the cat-log [Pulling out a paper.] of her 
conditions; Imprimis, ſhe can fetch and carry; why, a 
horſe can do no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, but 
only carry; therefore ſhe is better than a jade. Lem, 
ſhe can milk; look you, a ſweet virtue in a maid with 
clean hands, CE DIRT os 


Enter Speed. . 
Speed. How now, ſignior Launce ? what news with 
your materi... TT 1 
Laun. With my maſter's ſhip ? why, it is at ſea. (11) 
Speed. Well, your old vice ſtill ; miſtake the word: 
what news then in your paper? _ - 


- (11) With my Maſterſhip ? wwby, it is at ſea, ] Theſe Poetical 
Editors are pleaſant Gentlemen to let this paſs without any 
Suſpicion, For how does Launce miſtake the Word? Speed asks 
him about his Maſterſhip, and he replies to it litteratim. But 
then how was his Maſterſhip at Sea, and on Shore too ? The 
Addition of a Letter and a Note of Apeſtropbe make Launce 

both miſtake the Word, and ſets the Pun right: It reſtores, 
indeed, but a mean joke; but, without it, there is no Senſe 
in the Paſſage, Beſides, it is in Character with the reſt of the 


Soene; and, I dare be confident, the Poet's own Conceit. 
| | | | Laum 
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Laun. The blackeſt news that ever thou heard'ſt. 
Speed. Why, man, how black? 

Laun. Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Laun. Fie on thee, jolt-head, thou Ean'ſt not read. 

Speed. Thou lyeſt, I can. 

Laun.] will try thee; tell me this, who begot thee} ) 

Speed. Marry, the ſon of my grand-father. 

Laun. O illiterate loiterer, it was the ſon of thy 
grand-mother; this proves, that thou canſt not read. 
Speed. Come; fool, come, try me in thy paper, 
Laun. There, and St. Nioholas be thy m—__ 
_ Imprimis, ſhe can milk. 
 Laun, Ay, that ſhe can, | 

Speed. Item, ſhe brews good ale. DT. 
| Lawn. And thereof comes the "— vir of 
your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed. Item, ſhe can ſowe. 

Laun. That's as much as to ſay, Can 2 for 

Speed. Item, ſhe can knit, 

| Lawn. What need à man care for a ſtock with a werch, 

when ſhe can knit him a ſtoc! ! 

Speed. Item, ſhe can waſh and ſcour. _ 

Laun. A ſpecial Yirtue, for then ſhe need not to be 

waſh'd and ſcour'd. 
| peed. Item, ſhe can ſpin. 

Laun. Then may [I ſet the world on wheels, when ſhe 

can ſpin for her living. 

Speed. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſs virtues. 

Laun. That's as much as to ſay, Baſtard Virtues ; 

that, indeed, know not their athen, and therefore have 

No Names. 

Speed. Here follow her vices. _ 

| Laun. Cloſe at the heels of her virtues. 
| Speed. Item, ſhe is not to be kiſt falling, in reſpect of 
| her breath. 

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with a break. 
faſt: read on. 

Speed. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth, | 

Laun. That makes amends for her ſour * a 
peed, 


Co 


4. 


talk. 


ſhe is flow of; of 
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Speed. Item, ſhe doth talk in her ſleep. N 
Laun. It's no matter for that; ſo ſhe ſleep not in her 


Speed. Item, ths i is ſlow in words... 
Laun. O villain! that ſet down among her vices! to 
be flow in words is a woman's only virtue: I pray thee, | 


out with't, and place it for her chief virtue. 
| Speed, Item, ſhe is proud. 


Laun, Out with that too : it was Eve's legacy 1 


cannot be ta'en from her. 


Speed. Item, ſhe hath no teeth. 
Laun. I care not for that neither, becauſe 1 love 


eruſts. 


Speed. lem, ſhe is curſt. 
Laun, Well; the beſt is, ſhe hath no > teach to bite. 
Speed. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor, 
Laun. If her liquor be good, ſhe ſhall; if ſhe will not, 
I will ; for good things ſhould be praiſed. IE 
Speed. Item, ſhe is too liberal. 
Laun. Of hey tongue wy cannot, for that's writ down, 
His urſe ſhe ſhall not, for that I'll. 
keep ſhut ; now of another thing ſhe may, and that e can- 


not 1 help. Well, proceed. 


Speed. Item, ſhe hath more hairs than wit, and more 
faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults. 
Laun. Stop here; I'll have her; ſhe was mine, and 
not mine, twice or rice i in that article. Rehearle that 


Once more. 


Speed. Them, ſhe hath more hair than wit. 
Laun. More hair than wit, it may be; I'll prove it: 


the cover of the ſalt hides the ſalt, and therefore it is 
more than the ſalt; the hair, that covers the wit, is more 


than the wit; for the greater hides the leſs. What s 
e,, 
Speed. And more faults than ads: 
Laun. That's monſtrous : oh, that that were out! 
Speed. And more wealth than faults. 
Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gracious 2 2 


well, I'll have her; and if i it be a match, as noching is 
impoſſible—— EY 


Speed. 
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Speed. What then? 

Laun. Why then will 1 tel hes; that thy maſter 
| ſays for thee at the north- 4 l 

Speed. For me? 


Laun. For thee? ay; Who art thou ? he hath ſtaid 


for a better man than thee. 
Speed. And muſt I go to him? 


dr thou hal lad ſo 


long, that going will ſcarce ſerve the turn, 


Speed. Why didſt not tell me ſooner ? pox on your 


love-letters ! 
Lawn. Now will he be bring 'd for reading my letter : 

an unmannerly ſlave, that will Cruſt himſelf into ſecrets. 

— after, to rejoice in the boy” s correction. 


E nter Duke ad Thurio. 


Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that ſhe will love you, 


Now Valentine is baniſh'd from her fight. 
Thu. Since his exile ſhe hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Forſworn my company, and rail'd at me, | 
That J am deſperate of obtaining her. EE 

Duke, This weak impreſs of love is as a figure 
 Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat 

Diſſolves to water, and doth loſe his form. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthleſs Valentine ſhall be forgot. 


Enter Protheus. 


How now, Sir Rane ? Is your countryman, 
According to our proclamation, gone? 
Pro. Gone, my good lord. 
| Duke, My daughter takes his goin 1 
Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 
Duke. So I believe; but 7 buris thinks not A 
Protheus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 
(For thou haſt ſhown ſome fign of good deſert) 
Makes me the better to confer with the. 
Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace, 


Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 2 8 
Duke, 


LR; 
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Duke. Thou know'ſt, how willingly I would effect 
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 
Pro. I do, my lord. 
Duke. And alſo, I do think, thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my will. 
Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 
Dute. Ay, and perverſely ſne perſeveres ſo. 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thario ? 
Pro. The beſt way is to ſlander Valentine 
With falſhood, cowerdice, and poor deſcent : 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 
Duke. Ay, but ſhe'll think, that it is ſpoken baaet. 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 
Therefore it muſt, with circumſthace, be ſpoken 
By one, whom ſhe eſteemeth as his friend. 
Duke. Then you muſt undertake to flander him. 


Pro. And that, my lord, I ſhall be loth to do; 5 
Tis an ill office for a gentleman; 


Eſpecially, againſt his very friend. 
Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your ſlander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 
Being intreated to it by your friend. 5 ö 
Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord: if I can do it, | 
By aught that I can ſpeak. i in his diſpraiſe, 1q 
She ſhall not long continue love to him. | 
But ſay, this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not, that ſhe will love Sir Thar. | 
Thu. Therefore as you unwind her love from him, | 
Left it ſhould ravel, and be good to none, 5 
You muſt provide to bottom it on me: | 
Which muſt be done, by praiſing me as much 
As you in worth diſpraiſe Sir Valentine. 
Duke. And, Protheus, we dare truſt you in this kind, 
Becauſe we know, on Valentine's report, 
You are already love's firm votary ; 
And cannot ſoon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant, ſhall you have acceſs, 
| Where you with Silvia may confer at large: 
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For ſhe is lumpiſh, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend's ſake, will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſuaſion, 
To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can do, I will on 

But you, Sir Turio, are not ſharp enou 

You muſt lay lime, to tangle her defires, 

Buy wailful ſonnets, whoſe compoſed rhimes 
Should be fall fraught with ſerviceable vows. 
Duke. Much is the force of heav'n-bred el 
Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You ſacriſice your tears, your ſighs, your heart: 
: Write, 'till your ink be dry; and with your tears 
Moiſt it again; and frame ſome feeling line, 
That may diſcover ſuch integrity : 

For Orpheus late was ſtrung with poets' finews ; 
Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſteel and ftones, 
Make tygers tame, and huge Leviathans 
Forſake unſounded deeps, to dance on lands. 
After your dire-lamenting elegies, 
Viſit by night your lady's chamber-window 


| With ſome {weet conſort: to their inſtruments 


Tune a deploring dump; the night's dead filence 

Will well become ſuch ſweet complaining grievance. 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 

Dake, This diſcipline ſhews, thou haſt been in love. 


Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice. 


Therefore, ſweet Protheus, my direction- Siver, 
Let us into the city preſently 
To ſort ſome gentlemen well ill'd in muſick; 
1 have a ſonnet, that will ſerve the turn, 
To give the onſet to thy good advice. 
Dake. About it, gentlemen. 
Pero. We'll wait upon your Grace, ill after ſupper ; ; 
And afterwards determine our proceedings. 


< Duke, Ev'n now about it, I will pardon you. [Exeunt. 


ACT 


a 


int, 
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. N 11 1 v. 
8 C E N E, 4 Foreſt, leading towards Mantua, 


Enter certain Out- laws, 


1 Que: LAW. 


E LLOWS, ftand faſt: I ſee a paſſenger. 

2 Out. If there be ten, ſhrink not, but down 
with em. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 


2 Out. Stand, Sir, and throw us what you have about 
you ; if not, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle you. 
Speed. Sir, we are undone; theſe are che villains, that 


all the travellers do fear ſo much, 


Val. My friends. 


1 Out. That's not fo, Sir; we are your enemies. 
2 Out. Peace; we'll hear him. 


3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we; for he is a proper . 


-- man. -- 


Val. Then know, that I have little wealth to loſe : 5 


A man I am, croſs'd with adverſity ; 
My riches are theſe poor habiliments, 


Of which if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 


| You take the ſum and ſubſtance that I have. 


2 Out. Whither travel you? 
Val. To Verona. 


1 Out. Whence came vou? 
Pal. From Milan. | 
3 Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there? 


Val. Some ſixteen months; and longer might have 
ſtaid, | 


If crooked fartune had not thwarted me. 


1 Out. What, were you bamit'd thence ? 
Val. I. was. 


2 Out. 
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2 Ont. For what offence? : - _ POT 
Val. For that, which now torments me to rehearſe : 

I kill'd a man, whoſe death I much repent ; 
But yet I flew him manfully in fight, | 
Without falſe vantage or baſe treachery. 
1 Oat. Why ne'er repent it, if it were done ſo. 
But were you banifh'd for ſo ſmall a fault? 

Val. I was, and held me glad of ſuch a doom. 

1 Out. Have you the tongues? 

Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy, 
Or elſe I often had been miſerable. 3 5 
3 Out. By the bare ſcalp of Robin Hood's fat friar, 
This fellow were a King 55 our wild faction. 

1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs, a word, 

Speed. Maſter, be one of them: it's an honourable 
kind of thievery. TT | 

Val. Peace, villain. | Tp os, 5 | 

2 Oat. Tell us this; have you any thing to take to 

Fat, Nothing, but my fortunſmme. 

3 Out. Know then, that ſome of vs are gentlemen, A 
Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth _ Ro: 
Thruſt from the company of awful men 
Myſelf was from Verena baniſh'd, 7 | 
For practiſing to ſteal away a lady, > 
An heir, and near ally'd unto the Duke. (12) 

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman | 
Whom, in my mood, I ſtabb'd unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe, 

But, to the purpoſe ; for we cite our faults, | P 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſs lives; 


And, partly, ſeeing you are beautify'd Fe F 
With goodly ſhape, and by your own report 5 


(12) An Heir and Neice ally'd unto the Duke. ] Thus all the T 
Impreſſions, from the firſt downwards, But our Poet would V 
never have expreſs'd himſelf ſo ſtupidly, as to tell us, this 81 
Lady was the Duke's Neice, and ally'd to him: For her Alli- v 
ance was, certainly, ſufficiently included in the firſt Term. 80 
Our Author meant to ſay, ſhe was an Heireſs, and near ally d I, 
to the Duke: an Expreſſion the moſt natural that can be for ! 
the Purpoſe, and very frequently uſed by the Stage-Poets, 
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A linguift ; and a man of ſuch perfection, 
As we do in our quality much want; | 
2 Out. Indeed, becauſe you are a 'baniſh'd man, 
Therefore, above the reſt, we- parley to you; 
Are you content to be our General? 
Jo make a virtue of neceſſity, 
And live, as we do, in the wilderneſs ? 
3 Ont. W ſay'ſt thou? wilt thou be of our con- 
| ort ? | 
Say, ay, and be the captain of us all: 
We'll do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee; 
Love thee as our commander, and our king. 
1 Out. But if thou ſcorn our courteſie, thou df. 
2 Out. Thou ſhalt not live to brag what we have 
F 
le Pal. I take your offer, and will live with you; 
Provided, that you do no outrages | 
On filly women, or poor paſſengers. 
) ? 3 Out. No, we deteſt ſuch vile baſe practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews, 
n, And ſhew thee all the treaſure we have got; 
Which, with ourſelves, ſhall reſt at thy diſpoſe. 
[Exeunt, 


SCE N E 1 to an open Place, under Silvia's 
Apartment, in Milan, 


Enter Prothe us. 


Pro. ALeady Tve been falſe to Valentine, 

And now I muſt be as unjuſt to Thurio. 
Under the colour of commending him, 
L have acceſs my own love to prefer: 
But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 
To be corrupted with my worthleſs gifts. 
When I proteſt true loyalty to her, 
She twits me with my falſhood to my friend ; 
When to her beauty I commend my vows, 
She bids me think, how I have been forſworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lo Y “-. 


And, 


190 The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
And, notwithſtanding all her ſudden quips, 
The leaſt whereof would quell a lover's hope, 


Yet, ſpanie l like, the more ſhe ſpurns my love, 
The more it grows, and fawneth on her till. 


But here comes Thurio : now muſt we to her window, 


And give ſome evening muſick to her ear. 
Enter Thurio and Mf ſcians. 


2. How now, Sir Protheus, are you dreht before us? 

Pro. Ay, gentle Tburio; for, you know, that love 
Will creep iin ſervice where it cannot go. 

Tha. Ay, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here. - . 

Pro. Sir, but I do; or elſe I would be hence. 

< Thu, Whom, Silvia ? | | 

Pro. Ay, Silvia, for your fake. : 

Thu. I thank you, for your own : now, gentlemen, 
Let's tune, and to it luſtily a while. 


Enter Heft, and Julia in boy's cloaths.. 


Hoſt. Now, my young gueſt, methinks, you re ally- 


_ Cholly : I pray you, why is it? 
Jul. Marry, mine hoſt, becauſe I cannot be merry. 


Ho. Come, we'll have you merry; I'll bring you 
where you ſhall hear muſick, and ſee the gentleman that 


you aſk'd for. 
Jul. But ſhall J hear him i peak ? 
Hof. Ay, that you ſhall. 
Jul. That will be muſick. 
Ho. Hark, hark! 
Jul. Is he among theſe ? 3 
Hehe Feds but 1 let's hear em. | 


s ON . 


Who is Silvia? awhat is ſhe, 
That all our fwains commend her 2 
| Hely, fair, and wiſe is ſhe ; 
The heawv'n ſuch grace did lend her, 
That foe might admired be, 


v 
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IL. foe kind, as jhe is fair! 

For beauty lives with kinaneſ5. 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 


To help bim of his blindneſs : 
Aud, being help'd, inhabits there. 


Then to Silvia let us ſing, 
That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excel; each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 


Hoff. How now? are you ſadder than you were before? 
| how do you, man? the muſick likes you not. 
Jul. You miſtake ; the muſician likes me not. 
Hoft, Why, my pretty youth ? 

Jul. He plays falſe, father. 

Hot. How, out of tune on the ſtrings ? 


Jul. Not ſo ; but yet ſo kalle, that he grieves wy 
yery heart-ſtrings. i 


Hoſt. You have a quick ear. 


Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me have a 
flow heart. 

Hoſt. I perceive, you delight not in muſick. 

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars ſo. 

He. Hark, what fine change is in the muſick. 

Ful. Ay; chat change is the ſpight. 

Y Het. You would have them always play but one 
thing ? 

2 I would always have one play but one thing. 
But, hoſt, doth this Sir Protbeus, that we talk on, 
Often reſort unto this gentle woman: 

Hoſt. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, he 
lov'd her out of all nick. 

Jul. Where is Launce? | 

Hoſt. Gone to ſeek, his dog, which to-morrow, by 
his maſter's command, he mult carry for a prelent to 
his lady. 

Jul. Peace, ſtand alide, the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you; I will fo plead, 


That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels, 
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Thu. Where meet we ? 
Pro. At St. Gregory's well. 


Thu, Farewel. [ Exeunt Thurio and mn 


Silvia above, at her auindbab. 


Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyſhip. 
Sil. I thank you for your muſick, gentlemen: 
Who is that, that ſpake ? 

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's truth, 
You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sil. Sir Protheus, as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Protheus, gentle lady, and your ek. 

Sil. What is your will? 

Pro. That I may compaſs yours. 

Sil. Lou have your wiſh ; my will is even this, 
That preſently you hie you home to bed. 
Thou ſubtle, perjur'd, falſe, diſloyal man! 

Think'ſt thou, I am fo ſhallow, ſo conceitiels, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 

That haſt deceiv'd ſo many with thy vows? - 
Return, return, and make thy love amends. 
For me, by this pale queen of night, I ſwear, 
I am ſo far from granting thy requeſt, 
That I deſpiſe thee for thy wrongful ſuit ; 
And, by and by, intend to chide myſelf, 

_ Ey'n for this time I ſpend in talking to thee, 

Pro. I grant, ſweet love, that I did love a lady; 
But ſhe is dead. 

Jul. [afide.) Twere falſe, if T mould ſpeak it:; 
For, I am ſure, ſhe is not buried. | 
Sil. Say, that ſhe be; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
_ Survives ; to whom, thyſelf art witneſs, 

I am betroath'd ; and art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 

Pro. I likewiſe hear, that Valentine is dead. 

Sil. And ſo, ſuppoſe, am I; for in his grave, 
Aſſure thyſelf, my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. 

S;/. Go to thy lady's grave and call her thene?, 
Or, at the leaſt, in hers ſepulchre thine, 


al. 


7. 


Madam, Madam ! 


| One" that attends your ladyſhip's command, 
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Jul. [afide.] He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam, if that your heart be ſo obdurate, 
Vouchſafe me yet your picture for my love, 
The picture that is hanging in your chamber: 

To that I'll ſpeak, to that I'll ſigh and weep : 
For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfect ſelf 


Is elſe devoted, I am but a ſhadow 


And to your ſhadow will I make true love. 


Jul. [afide.] If 'twere a ſubſtance, POR would, ſure, 
deceive it, | 


And make it but a ſhadow, as I am. 


Sil. Tm very loath to be your led, Sir; 3 


But ſince your falſhood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadows, and adore falſe ſhapes ; 


Send to me in the morning, and I'll ſend it: 
And ſo, good reſt. 


Pro. As wretches have o'er night, 
That wait for execution i in the morn. 


I Exeunt Protheus and Silvia. 
Jul. Hoſt, will you 90 I 


Hoſt. By my hallidom, I was faſt alleep. 
Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Protheus ? 
Hoff. Marry, at my houſe : truſt me, 1 think, tis 


almoſt day. 


Jul. Not ſo; but it hath been the loagel night _ 
That e'er I watch'd, and the moſt heavieſt, | Excurt, 


Enter Eglamour. 


Ex }. This! is the hour that Madam Silvia. 
1 8 906" me to call, and know her mind: 


There's ſome great matter ſhe' a employ me in. 


Silvia above, at her ewindow, 


8575 Who calls? 
Egl. Your ſervant, and your friend ; 


Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thCaſand times good mor row. 
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourſelf ; 
According to your ladyſhip * e 


FS . 


I am 


5 
1 
* 
: 
9 
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I am thus early come, to know what ſervice 
It is your pleaſure to command me in. 
Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 


(Think not I flatter, for, I ſwear, I do not) 
Valiant and wiſe, remorſeful, well accompliſh'd ; 
Thou art not ignorant, what dear * will 


J bear unto the baniſh'd Valentine; 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very ſoul abhorr'd. 


Thyſelf haſt lov'd ; and I have heard thee ſay, 
No grief did ever come ſo near thy heart, 
As when thy lady and thy true love dy'd; 


Upon whoſe grave thou vow'dſt pure chaſtity. 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode : 


And, for the ways are dangerous to pals, 


1 do deſire thy worthy» company: 


Upon whoſe faith and honour I fepoſe. 
Urge not my father's a 5 E glamour ; ; 


But think upon my grief, a lady's grief; 


And on the juſtice of my flying hence; 


To keep me from a moſt unholy match, 


Which heav'n and fortune ſtill reward with plagues. 


I do defire thee, even from a heart 
As full of ſorrows as the ſea of ſands, 
To bear me company, and go with me: 
If not, to hide what I have Pld to thee, 
That I may venture to depart alone. 
Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which, ſince, I know, they virtuouſly are "Pac d, 
I give conſent to go along with you; 


Recking as little what betideth me, 
As much I wiſh all good hefortune you. 


When will you go? 
Sil. This evening coming. 
Egl. Where ſhall T meet you? | . 
E At friar Patrick's cell; | | 
Where I intend holy confeſſion. 
Egl. I will not fail your lach aur 


Good morrow, gentle lady. 15 
TD 


I would teach a dog. I went to deliver 
ſent to miſtreſs Silvia from my maſter ; and I came no 
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Ji. Good morrow, kind Sir Eg/amour. [ Excunt. 


Enter Launce with his Dog. | 
When a man's ſervant ſhall play the cur with hifh, 
look you, it goes hard: one that I brought up of 4 
puppey, one that I ſav'd from drowning, when three 
or four of his blind brothers and fiſters went to it! 1 
have taught him, even as if one would ſay b thus 


im, as a pre- 


ſooner into the dining: chamber, but he ſteps me to her 
trencher, and ſteals her capon's leg. O, tis a foul thing, 
when a cur cannot keep himſelf in all companies! I 
would have, as one ſhould ſay, one that takes upon him 
to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all things. 
If I had no more wit than he, to take a fault upon me 
that he did, I think verily, he had been hang'd for't ; 
ſure as I live, he had ſuffer'd for't; you ſhall judge. 


e chruſts me himſelf into the company of three or four 
gentleman- like dogs, under the Duke's table: he had 
not been there (bleſs the mark) a piſſing while, but al! 


the chamber ſmelt him. Out with the dog, ſays one; 

what cur is that? ſays another; whip him out, ſays the 
third; hang him up, ſays the Duke. I, having been 
acquainted with the ſmell before, knew it was Crab, and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs; Friend, quotk 


I., you mean to whip the dog? Ay, marry, do I, quoth 


he. You do him the more wrong, quoth I; 'twas 1 did 
the thing you wot of. He makes no more ado, buc 
whips me out of the chamber. How many maſters 
would do this for their ſervant ; nay, I'll be ſworn, I 


have fat in the ſtocks for the puddings he hath ſtoll'n, 


otherwiſe he had been executed ; I have ſtood on the 
pillory for the geeſe he hath kill'd, otherwiſe he had 


ſuffer'd for't. Thou think'ſ not of this now. Nay, I 


remember the trick you ſerv'd me, when I took my 
leave of Madam Silvia ; did not I bid thee till mark me, 
and do as I do? when didſt thou ſee me heave up my leg. 
and make water againſt a gentlewoman's farthingale ? 
didſt thou ever ſee me do ſuch a trick? 


K 2 Emer 
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Enter Protheus and Julia. 


Pro. Sebaſtian is thy name? I like thee well; 
And will employ thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 

Jul. In what you pleaſe : I'll do, Sir, what I can. 

Pro. I hope, thou wilt —— How now, you whoreſon 

peaſant, 

Where have you been theſe two days loitering ? = 

Laun. Marry, Sir, I carry'd miſtreſs Silvia the dog, 
you bad me. 

Pro. And what ſays ſhe to my little jewel ? 

Laun. Marry, ſhe ſays, your dog was a cur; and 


tells you, curriſh thanks is good enough for ſuch a 


preſent. 
Pro. But ſhe receiv'd my dog ? 
Laun. No, indeed, ſhe did not : here have I brought 
him back again. 
Pro. What, didſt thou offer her this from me ? 
Laun. Ay, Sir; the other ſquirrel was ſtoll'n from me 


by the hangman's boy in the market-place ; and then I 


offer d her mine own, who is a dog as big as ten of 
yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 
Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again, 
Or ne'er return again into my ſight: 
Away I ſay; ſtay'ft thou to vex me here? 
A llave, that, ſtill an end, turns me to ſhame. 
[Exit Launce. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly, that I have need of ſuch a youth; 
1 hat can with ſome diſcretion do my buſineſs : 
(For 'tis no truſting to yon fooliſh lowt :) 
But, chiefly, for thy face and thy behaviour ; 
Which, if my augury deceive me not, 
Witnels good bringing up, fortune and truth : 


Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 


Go preſently, and take this ring with thee ; 


Deliver it to Madam Silvia. 


She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. 
Jul. It ſeems, you lov'd not ber, to leave her token 
She's dead, belike. - 
10. 


— — 4 —N——U— — V — — — 


The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 197 
Pro. Not ſo; I think, ſhe lives. 
Ful. Alas! 5 
Pro. Why doſt thou cry, alas? 
Jul. I cannot chuſe but pity her. 
Pro. Wherefore ſhouldſt thou pity her? 

Jul. Becauſe, methinks, that ſhe lov' d you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia: 

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doat on her, that cares not for your love. 

Tis pity, love ſhould be ſo contrary; 

And, thinking on it, makes me cry, alas! 
Pro. Well, give her that ring, and give therewithal ' 
This letter ; that's her chamber : tell my lady, | 
I claim the promiſe for her heav'nly picture. 

Your meſſage done, hie home unto my chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt find me ſad and ſolitary. e 
i e [Exit Protheus. 
Jul. How many women would do ſuch a meſſage ?: 
Alas, poor Protheus, thou haſt entertain d 

A fox to be the ſhepherd of thy lambs: 
Alas, poor fool, why do I pity him, 

That with his very heart deſpiſeth me? 
Becauſe he loves her, he diſpiſeth me; 
4 Becauſe I love him, I muſt pity him: 1 
* This ring J gave him, when he parted from me, » 

* To bind him to remember my good will. 
And now I am, unhappy meſſenger, 
To plead for that, which I would not obtain; 
To carry that, which I would haverefus'd; _ 
To praiſe his faith, which I would have diſprais'd. 
Iam my maſter's true confirmed love, FO Ents 
But cannot be true ſervant to my maſter, 
Unleſs I prove falſe traitor to myſelf. 
Yet will I woo for him, but yet ſo coldly, 
As, heav'n it knows, I would not have him ſpeed. 
o Enter Silvia. 

Lady, good day; I pray you, be my mean 

To bring me where to ſpeak with Madam S/ via. 
Sil. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 


X . 


75 4 
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Jul. . 


Sil. Oh! he ſends you for a picture? 
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Jul. If you be ſhe, I dointreat your patience 
To hear me ſpeak the meſſage I am ſent on. 


Sil. From whom? 
Jul. From my maſter, Sir W Madam. 


Jul. Ay, Madam. 
Sil. Urſula, bring my picture there. 


Go, give your maſter this : tell him from me, 


One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his chamber than this ſhadow. 


Jul. Madam, may't pleaſe you to pefuſe this letter, 
Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis'd 


Deliver'd you a paper that I ſhould not; 


This is the letter to your ladyſhip. 


Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again, 
Jul. It may not be; good Madam, pardon me. 
Sil. There, hold; 
I will not look upon your maſter's lines; 
1know they're ſtufft with — 
And full of new- found oaths ; which he will break, 
As eafily as I do tear his paper. 
Jul. Madam, he ſends your ladyſhip this ring. 
Sil. The more ſhame for him, that he ſends it me; 
For, I have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 
His Julia gave it him at his departure: 
Tho' his falſe finger have prophan'd the ring, 
Mine ſhall not do his Julia lo much . 
Jul. She thanks you. 
Sil. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Jul. 1 N you, Madam, chat you tender her 3 
Poor gentlewoman, my maſter wrongs her much. 
Sil. Doſt thou know her 
Jul. Almoſt as well, as I do know myſelf. 
To think upon her woes, I do proteſt 
That I bave wept an hundred ſeveral times. 


Sil. Belike, ſhe thinks, that Protheus hath forſook her, 


Jul. I think ſhe doth ; and that's her cauſe of ſorrow. 

Sil. Is ſhe not paſling fair? 

Jul. She hath been Per, Madam, than ſhe is: 
When ſhe did think, my maſter lov'd her well, 


She, 
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She, in my judgment, was as fair as you. 
But ſince ſhe did neglect her looking-glaſs, 
And threw her ſun-expelling maſk away; 
The air hath ſtarv'd the roſes in her cheeks, 
And pinch'd the lilly- tincture of her face, 
That now ſhe is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was ſhe? = 
Jul. About my ſtature: for at Pentecoff, 

When all our pageants of delight were plaid,, 
Our youth got me to play the woman's part, 
And I was trim'd in Madam 1 gown, 
Which ſerved me as fit, by all mens judgments, 
As if the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore, I know, ſhe is about my height. 

And at that time I made her weep a- good, 
For I did play a lamentable part. 
Madam, twas Ariadne, paſſioning 
For Theſeus' perjury and unjuſt flight; 

Which I ſo Fively ated with my. tears, 
That my poor miſtreſs, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead, 

If T in thought felt not her very ſorrow ! 

Sil. She is . to thee, * youth: 
Alas, poor lady! deſolate and left! 
I weep myſelf, to think upon thy words. | 
Here, youth, there is my purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet miſtreſs' ſake, becauſe thou lov'ſt her. 
Farewel. | 1 [Exit Silvia. 

Jul. a ſhe ſhall thank you for't, if e'er you know 
er. 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful, 
I hope, my maſter's ſuit will be but cold; 
Since ſhe ref; my miſtreſs' love ſo much. 

Alas ! how love can trifle with itſelf ! | 
Here is her picture; let me ſee ; I think, 

If I had ſuch a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 
And yet the painter flatter'd her a little, 
Unleſs I flatter with myſelf too much. 
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow. 2 
3 8 . If 


200 The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


If that be all the diff rence in his love, 
I'll get me ſuch a colour'd periwig. 
Her eyes are grey as glaſs, and ſo are mine 
Ay, but her forhead's low, and mine is high. 
What ſhould it be, that he reſpects in her, 
But can make reſpective in myſelf, 
If this fond love were not a blinded god? 
Come, ſhadow, wy and take this ſhadow ups 
For 'tis thy rival. O thou ſenſelefs form, 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd and ador'd; 
And were there ſenſe in his idola 
My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue in thy ſtead. 
I'll uſe thee kindly for thy miſtrefs' ſake, . 
That us'd me ſo; or elfe, by Jove I vow, wy 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd * unſeeing eyes, 
To make my maſter out of love with thee. [Exit« 


Ts 0 OS 
50 E N E near the Friar s Gel, : in V lan, 


Ent er Eglamour. 


EctaMouR, 

HE ſun begins to gild the weſtern ſky, 

And now it is about the very hour | 

Silvia, at Friar Patric#'s cell, ſhould . me; 
She will not fail; for lovers break not hours, 
Unleſs it be to come before their time: 
So much they ſpur their expedition. 
See, where ſhe comes. Lady, a happy gvening 


Enter Silvia. 


Si]. Amen, Amen! Go on, good A, 
Out at the poſtern by the abby- wall 
1 fear, I am attended by ſome ſpies. 

Egl. Fear not ; the foreſt is not three PAL off 3 
J 2 ve recover that, we re ſure enough. [Excunt, 


SCENE 


e DNN Gentlemen: of Verona. 
8 C E N E —— To an Apartment in the Dute's 9. 


pur. 


Palace. 


"ws Thurio, Protheus, and Julia. 


IR Protheus, what ſays Silvia to my ſuit? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 


And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon. 


Thu. 


Pro. 


Thu. 
Pro. 


Thu. 


=. 


What, that my leg is too long? 

No; that it 1s too little. 

I'll wear a boot to make it ſomewhat rounder: : 
But love will not be ſpurr'd to what it loaths. 
What ſays ſhe to my. face 15 

She ſays, it is a fair one. 


Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies; my "REF hide: 
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Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old ſaying is, 
„ Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' ey es. 
11. Tis true, ſuch pearls as put out ladies! eyes: 


For I had rather wink, than look on them. 


_ Thu. 
Pro. 
Thu. 

Tul. 


hu. 
Pro. 


Jul. 


Due. How now, Sir - Protheis ? how now, Nuria Loy 


How likes ſhe my diſcourſe ? 
IIl, when, you talk of war. 


But well, when I diſcourſe of love. and P's 


But better, indeed, when you hold- your Peace. 
What ſays ſhe to my valour? 


Oh, Sir, ſhe makes no doubt of that. 

. She needs not, when ſhe knows it cowardice, 
What ſays ſhe to my birth ? 

That you are well deriv'd. 

True; from a gentleman to a fool. 
Conſiders ſhe my poſſeſſions ? 

„Oh, ay, and pities 8 58 

b Wherefore? 

That ſich an aſs ſhould own them... 

That they are out by leaſe. 


Here comes the Duke. 
Enter Duke. 


Which of you ſaw Sir . of late? 
Thu. Not I. | 


Fro. Nor I. 


3 


(die. 


Duke. 
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Dake. Saw you my daughter! ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Due. Why then 3 
She's fled unto that peaſant Val'ntine; 


* 


And Eglamour is in her company. 
Tis true; for Friar Laurence met them both, 


As he in penance wander'd through the foreſt: 
Him he knew well, and gueſs'd that it was ſhe ; 
But, being mask'd, he was not fure of it. 

Beſides, ſhe did intend confefſion 

At ParricÞ s cell this Ev'n, and there ſhe was not: 
Theſe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, ſtand not to diſcourſe, 

But mount you preſently, and meet with me 


Upon the riſing of the mountain- foot 


Th leads tow'rds Mantua, whither they are fled. 


Diſpatch, ſweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit Duke: 


Tha. Why, this it is to be a peeviſh girl, 
That flies her fortune where it follows her: 


I'll after, more to be reveng'd of Eglamour, 
Than for the love of reckleſs Silvia. 


Pro. And I will follow, mere for Silvia's l 


Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. 


Jul. And I will follow, more to croſs that love, 


Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. ¶Excunt. 


SCENE changes to the Foreſt. 
Enter Silvia and Out- laws. 


Out. O M E, come, be patient; we muſt vrieg you 


to our Captain. 
8710. A thouſand more miſchances, than this one, 
Have learn d me how to brook this OY 
2 Out. Come, bring her away. 
1 Out. Where is the gentleman, that was with her ? 
Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath Out-run us; 


But Moyſes and Valerius follow him. 


Go thou with her to th' weſt end of the wood, 
There is our captain: follow him, that's fled. 
The thicket is beſet, he cannot ſcape. ed 
z Out. Come, I muſt bring you to our captain's = 
car 


Lo keep them from uncivil outrages. 
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Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not uſe a woman lawleſsly. 
Sil. O Valentine! this I endure for thee. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, the Out-laws' Cave in the Foreſt. 
Ro ood 
Val. I TOW uſe doth breed a habit in a man! 
| This ſhadowy deſart, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flouriſhing peopled towns. 
Here can I ſit alone, unſeen of any, | 

And to the nightingale's complaining notes 
Tune my diſtreſſes, and record my woes. 
O thou, that doſt inhabit in my breaſt, 

Leave not the manſion ſo long tenantleſs; 

Left, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was. 
Repair me with thy preſence, Silvia; - 
Thou gentle nymph, cheriſh thy forlorn ſwain. 
What hallo'ing, and what ſtir, is this to day? 
Theſe are my mates, that make their wills their law, - 
Have ſome unhappy paſſenger in chafe. - 
They love me well, yet I' have much to do 


Withdraw thee, Valentine: who's this comes here? 
Enter Protheus, Silvia, and Julia, 
Pro. Madam, this ſervice have I done for you. 
(Tho' you reſpe& not ought your ſervant doth). 
To hazard life, and reſcue you from him, 
That wou'd have forc'd your honour and your love.- 
Vouchſafe me for my meed but one fair look: 

A ſmaller boon'than this I cannot beg, 5 
And leſs than this, I'm ſure, you cannot give. 
Val. How like a dream is this, I ſee and hear 
Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. [ A/ide, 

Sil. O miſerable, unhappy that Iam!' 

Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I came; - 

But by my coming I have made you happy. 
Sil. By thy approach thou mak ſt me. moſt unhappy. 
Jul. And me, when h&approacheth to your pr 


eſence »” 


- 
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Sil. Had I been ſeized by a hungry lion, | I'm 

I would have been a breakfaſt to the beaſt, 3 Bu 
Rather than have falſe Protheus reſcue m. Th 
Oh, heav'n be judge, how I love Valentine, M 
Whoſe life's as tender to me as my ſoul ; 
And full as much, for more there cannot de, 5 Fo 

I do deteſt falſe perjur'd Protbeus: 1 Be 
Therefore be gone, ſollicit me no more. x: Ft 
Pro. What dang'rous action, ſtood it next to death, KK 4 

| Would I not undergo for one calm look? 
Oh, tis the curſe in love, and ſtill approv'd, 0 Ar 
When women cannot love, where they're belov'd. W 
Sill. When Prot beus cannot love, where he's belov d. Is 
Read over Julia's heart, thy firſt beſt love, | | By 
For whoſe dear ſake thou then didſt rend thy faith | | A 
Into a thouſand oaths; and all thoſe oats A] 


Deſcended into perjury) to love me. 
Thou haft no faith left now, unleſs thou'dſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none: better have none 


Than plural faith, which is too much by one. uf 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend! : 
: FCE | TH 
| . Whoreſpedts friend? 0 
S:]. All men but Protheus. _ 
Pro. Nay, if the gentle ſpirit of moving werde 
Can no way change you to à milder form; BY 
I'll move you like a ſoldier, at arms end, T 
And love you 'gainſt the nature of love; force you, 
Sil. Oh heavin! 7 
Pro. T'll force thee Feld to my deſire. 
Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch, 8 


Thou friend of an ul faſhion 1 
Pro. Valentine P | 
Pal. Thou common friend, that's without faith or love; 
For ſuch is a friend now: thou treach'rous man! 


Thou haſt beguil'd my hopes; nought but mine eye H 
Could have perſuaded me, Now I dare not ſay, = F 
I have one friend alive; thou wouldft diſprove me. C 
Who ſhould be truſted now, when the right hand b 


B perjur d to the boſom ? Protbeus, 


I'm 


| 


I'm ſorry, I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the world a ſtranger for thy ſake. 
The private wound is deepeſt. Oh time, moſt acecurſt 
Mongſt all foes, that a friend ſhould be the worſt! 
Pro. My ſhame and guilt confound me: 
Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty ſorow 
Be a ſufficient ranſom for offence, 
J tender't here; I do as truly ſuffer, 
As e' er I did commit. 
Val. Then Jam paid: 
And once again I do receive thee SORE. 
Who by repentance is not ſatisfy 5 
8 nor of heav'n, nor earth; 2 theſe are pleas d; 
enitence th'Eternal's wrath's appeas'd, 
41 that my love may appear plain and free, 
45 that was mine in Silvia, I give thee. 
Jul. Oh me unhappy ! | . (cum. 
Pro. Look to the boy. 


Val. Why, boy! how now ? what s the matter! ? lock | 


vp; ſpeak.. 

Full O good Sir, my maſter chargit: me to deliver a 
ring to 8 Silvia, which, out of my. neglect, Was 
never done. 

Pro. Where is that ring, bey ? 

Jul. Here tis: this is it. 

Pro. How? let me ſee: 

This is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Julia. Oh, cry your mercy, Sir, I have miſtook; 

This is the ring you ſent to Silvia. 


Pro. How cam'ſt thou by this neg? at my depart, Bf 


gave this unto Julia. 
Jul. And Julia herſelf did give it me. 
And Julia herſelf hath brought 3 it hither. 
Pro. How, Fulia? 
Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 


And entertain'd'em deeply in her heart: 


How oft haſt thon with ury cleft the root? 

Oh Protheys, let this habit make thee bluſh! 

Be thou aſham'd, that I have took upon me 

Such an immodeſ rayment: if ſhame live , 
n 
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In a diſguiſe of love. — 
It is the leſſer blot, modeſty finds, 


Women to change their ſhapes, than men their minds. 
Pro. Than men their minds? tis true; Oh heav'n! were 


man 
But conſtant, he were perfect; that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all ſins: 
Inconſtancy falls off, ere it begins. 
What is in. S Ivia's face, but 1 may ſpy 


More freſh in Fulia's with a conſtant eye? 


Val. Come, come, a hand from either: 


Let me be bleſt to make this happy cloſe; 
Twere Baar two ſuch friends ſhould long be foes. 
ear witneſs, heaven, I have my wiſh for ever:. 


Pro, 
Jul. And. J mine. 
Enter Out- laws, with Duke and Thurio. 
Out. A prize, a prize, a prize! 
Val. Forbear, forbear, it is my lord the Duke. . 
Your. Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd,. 


The baniſh'd Valentine. 


Dake. Sir Valentine? 

Thu. Vonder is Silvia: and Silvia" S mine. 

Val. Thurio, give back; or elſe embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meaſure of my wrath... 
Do not name. Silvia thine ; if once again, — 


Milan ſhall not behold thee. Here ſhe ſtands; (13) 


Take but poſſeſſion of her with a touch ; 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my —— 
Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I. 
I hold him but a4ool,. that will endanger 


(a3) Verona ſhall not bold thee, ] | Thus all the Editions, but, . 


whether thro' the miſtake of the firſt Editors, or the Poet's 


own careleſneſs, this Reading is. abſurdly faulty. For the 


Threat here is to Tburio, who is a Milaneſe; and has no Con- 


cerns, as it appears, with Verena. Beſides, the Scene is betwixt 
the Confines of Milan and Mantua, to which Silvia follows - 


Valentine, having heard that he had retreated thither. And, 
upon theſe Circumſtances, I ventur'd to adjuſt the Text, as, I 


imagine, the Poet muſt have intended: i. e. Milan, thy Country, 
Fall never 2 aber again: theu Halt never live to go back thither. 


ad Akad. fe rt i'o 
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His body for a girl that loves him not. 
| claim her not; and therefore ſhe is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and baſe art thou, 
To make ſuch means for her as thou haſt done, 
And leave her on ſuch flight conditions. 

Now, by the honour of my anceſtry, 

1 do applaud thy ſpirit, Valentine, 

And think thee worthy of an empreſs love: 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs ; 
| Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again, 

Plead a new ſtate in thy unrival'd merit, 

To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd ; 

Take thou thy Si{via, for thou haſt deſerv'd her. 

Val. Ithank your Grace; the gift hath made me happy. 
I now beſeech you, for your daughter's ſake, ' | 
To grant one boon that I. ſhall aſk of you. 
Due. I grant it for thine own, whate'er it be. 

Pal. Theſe baniſh'd men, that I have kept withal, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities _ 
| Forgive them what they have committed here, 
And let them be recall'd from their exile. 
They are reformed, civil, full of good, 
And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke. Thou haſt prevail'd, I pardon them and thee ; 
Diſpoſe of them, as thou know'ſ their deſerts. 
Come, let us go; we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare ſolemnity. 

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our diſcourſe to make your Grace to ſmile. 

What think you of this Page, my lord? 3 
Dutle. I think, the boy hath grace in him; he bluſhes. 
Fal. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy. 
Duke. What mean you by that ſaying ? 
Val. Pleaſe you, I'll tell you as we paſs along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. 
ome, Protheus, tis your penance but to hear 
The ſtory of your loves diſcovered : 
That done, our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
One feaſt, one houſe, one mutual happineſs, [ Excunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


IE John Falſtaff. 


Fenton, a young Gentleman of ſmall Re 6 in Love with |. 
Mrs. Anne Page. = 


Shallow, a Country F uftice. 
Slender, Coxfin to Shallow, a fooliſt Country Squire, 


= — tabo Gentlemen, awelling at Windſor. 
Sir Hugh Evans à Welch Par/ox. 


Dr. Caius, a French Doctor. 

Hoſt of the Garter, a merry talking Felliau. 
Bardolph, < 

Nel, 
Robin, Page to Falſtaff. 

William Page, @ Bey, Son to Mr. Page. 
Simple, Serwant to Slender. 
Rugby, ſervant to Dr. Caius; 


Shargers attending en Falſtaff. 


w- 


Mrs. Page, Wife t Mr. Page. 
Mrs. Ford, Wife to Mr. Ford. 
Mr. Anne Page, Daughter to Mr. Page, in Love with 


Fenton. 


Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Cin. 
Servants to Page, Ford, Qc. 
SCENE, Windfr: and the parts adjacent. 


IE <p 
© os 
Nr 


9 
# 


SCENE, before Page's Houſe in Windſor, 


THE 


Je Mznay Wiyns of Windſor: 


ee 


A 1 


FH | Enter 7 uſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evane. i 


Are. 

IR Hugh, perſuade me not; I will make 

Ja Star-Chamber matter of it: if he were 
=) ewenty Sir John Falftaffs, he ſhall not a- 

buſe Robert Shallow, Eſq; 

Sen. In the county of Gloucefter, _ 

of peace, and Coram. 

Shal. Ay, coufin Slender, and Cuftalorum. _ 

Slen. Ay, and Rate-lorum too; and a gentleman born, 


(1) The Merry Wives of Windſor.) Queen Flitabeth was ſo 


Well pleas'd with the admirable Character of Falſtaff in the two 
Parts of Henry IV, that, as Mr. Rewe informs us, She com- 
| manded Shakeſpeare to continue it for one Play more, and to- 
| ſhew him in Love. To this Command We owe the Merry Wives 


of Windſor : which, Mr. Gilden ſays, he was very well affur'd, 
our Author finiſh' | in a Fortnight, But this muſt be meant on- 
ly of the firſt -imperfe& Sketch of this Comedy, an old Quarto 
Edition whereof I have, printed in 1602; which ſays in the 
Title- page i it bath been divers | times acted beth before. 
her Majeſty and embers 


mater 


212 The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
maſter parſon, who writes himſelf Armigero in any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation; . Armigero. 

'Shal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time theſe 
three hundred years. 

Slen. All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, have done't; 
and all his anceſtors, that come after him, may ; they 
may give the dozen white luces in their Coat. 

Sal. It is an old Coat. 

Eva. The dozen white lowſes do become an old coat 
well; it agrees well, paſſant ; it is a n 8 to 
man, and ſignifies love. : 

Shal. The luce is the freſh: am, the falt- fiſh. is an old 
Cate... | : 1 

Sen. I may quarter, coz, 

Shal. You may by marrying... | 

Ewa. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter; it. 

Sbal. Not a whit. 

Ewa. Ves, per lady; if he has a quarter of your coat, 
there 1s but three skirts for your ſelf, in my ſimple con- 
jectures; but that is all one: if Sir John Faltof have 
committed Pen upon you, I am of the Church, 


and will be.glad to do my benevolence, to makes atone 5 


ments and compromiſes between ou. 
$hal. The Council ſhall hear it; it is a riot: 


Ewa. It is not meet, the Council hear of a riot; Ces 


is no fear of Got in a riot: the Council, look you, ſhall 
deſire to hear the fear of Got; and not to hear a riot; 
take your viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha! o uſy life, if I were young again, the 
ſword ſhould. end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends is the ſword; and end 
it; and there is alſo another device in my prain, which 
peradventure, prings good diſcretions with it: there is 


Anne Page, (2) which is daughter to maſter George Page,. 


which 1 is protly an 


629 — 10 Daughter to Maſter Thomas. Page] The. 
whole Set of Editions have negligently blunder'd one-after ano- 
ther in Page's. Chriſtian-Name in this place; tho' Mrs. Page 


calls him George afterwards in at leaſt ſix ſeveral.Paſlages.. 97 
en. 
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Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page? ſhe has brown hair, and 
ſpeaks ſmall like a woman. 


Ewa. It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt 


as you will deſire; and ſeven hundred pounds of mo- 
nies, and gold and filver, is her grandfire upon his 


death's-bed (Got deliver to a joyful reſurrections) give, 
when ſhe is able to overtake ſeventeen years old: it 


were a good motion, if we leave our pribbles and 
prabbles, and deſire a marriage between maſter Abra- 


' ham and miſtreſs Aune Page. 


Slen. Did her grand-ſire leave her ſeven hundred 


pounds? 


Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 


Slen. I know the young gentle woman; ſhe has good 


gifts. | 
Ewa, Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibilities, is good 
gifts. 


Ewa. Shall I tell you a lie? I do deſpiſe a liar, as 


Ido deſpiſe one that is falſe ; or as I deſpiſe one that 
is not true. The Knight, Sir John, is there; and, 1 


beſeech you, be ruled by your well-wiſhers. I will 
peat the door [ Knocks.) for maſter Page. What, hoa ? 


Dot bleſs your houſe here. 


Page. Who's there? Jn TO 
Ewa. Here is Got's pleſſing, and your friend, and 
Juſtice Shallow; and here's young maſter Slender; that, 


peradventures, ſhall tell you another tale, if matters 


grow to your likings. : 
Page. I am glad to ſee your worſhips well. I thank 
you for my veniſon, maſter SHalloau. 
Shal. Maſter Page, J am glad to ſee you; much 


good do it to your good heart: I wiſh'd your veniſon 


better; it was ill kill'd. How doth good miſtreſs Page? 


and I thank you always with my heart, la; with my 


heart. 
Page. Sir, I thank you. 


Sal. Well; let us ſee honeſt Mr. Page: is Falftaff 
& there? : : 


S bal. 
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214 The Merry Wives of Windſor; 
Shal. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do. 
Page. I am glad to ſee you, good maſter Slender, 
Slen. How do's your fallow greyhound, Sir? | heart | 
ſay, he was out- run on Corfale. 
Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

I You'll not confeſs, youll not confeſs. 

Shal. That he will not; tis your fault, tis your fault; 
"tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, Sir. 1 
Sbal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fale dog; can there 1 

| By more ſaid ? he i is good and fair. Is Sir John Faifef 1 
here? 'Þ 

Page. Sir, he is within ; ; and I wauld, 1 could do ils 
good office between you. 5 

Ewa. It is ſpoke, as a chriſtians ought to ſpeak. 

Shal. He hath wrong'd me, maſter Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeſs it. Is 
 S}al. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not that | x - 
ſo, maſter Page? he hath wrong'd me; indeed, he hath; #Y 

at a word, he hath; believe me, Robert 8 halloxy El. F 
quire faith, he is wrong d. : _ 
Page. Here comes Sir John. 


Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolph, Nym and Piſtol Be 

Fal. Now, maſter Shallow, you'll complain of me to 
the King ? : 41 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, Kkill'd my 1 ; 
deer, .and broke open my lodge. * 

Fal. But not kiſs'd your keeper's daughter. 

Shal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd. \ | 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtraight: I have done all this, | 
That is now anſwer'd, 

Shal. The Council ſhall know this. 

Fal. Twere better for you, if twere not known in 
Council; you'll-be laugh'd at. 

Ewa. Pancs key Sir Fohn, good worts. 3 

Fal. Good worts? good Ne Slender, I broke 
your head; what matter have you againſt me? 

Slen. Marry, Sir, I have matter in my head againſt you, 
and againſt your cony- racking raſcals * Nym, and 
Pil. Bar. 
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= I Combat challenge of this latten bilboe : 5) 


1s, 
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Bar, You Banbury cheeſe ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Pi. How now, Mepboſtophilus? 9 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 


Nym. Slice, I ſay; pauca, pauca: ſlice, that s my . 


Humour. 


Slen. Where's Simple, my man? can you tell couſin? 


Eva. Peace: I pray you: now let us underſtand ; 
there is three umpires in this matter, as I underſtand ; 
that is, maſter Page ; fidelicet, maſter Page; and there 
is my ſelf; flit, my ſelf; and the three party is, 
laſtly and finally, mine Hoſt of the Garter. © 


Page. We three to hear it, and end it between them. | 


Ea. Ferry goot; I will make a prief of it in my 
note-book, and we will afterwards ork upon the cauſe 
with as great diſcreetly as we Can, 

Fal. Piſtol, 

Pi, He hears with ears. 


Ewa. The tevil and his tam! what phraſe i 15 this, he 0 


hears with ear? why, it is affectations. 
Fal. Piftol, did you pick maſter Slender's purſe ? 


Slen. Ay, by theſe gloves, did he; (or I would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber again 
elſe,) of ſeven groats in mill-fixpences, and two Edward 
| thovel-boards, that coſt me two ſhilling and two pence 

a-piece of Yead Miller, by theſe gloves. 


Fal. Is this true, Piſtol? 
Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick · purſe. 


Pißt. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir Jab, 


and maſter mine, 

Word 
(3) J 3 challenge of this Latin bilboe,] Our modern Edi- 

tors have diſtinguiſh'd this Word, Latin, in Jtalic Characters, 


as if it was addreſs'd td Sir Hugh, and meant to call him pe- 
dantie Blade, on account of his being a Schoolmaſter, and 


teaching Latin. But I'll be bold to ſay, in This they do not 
take the Poet's Conceit. 
tain-foreigner, becauſe he had interpos'd in the Diſpute ; but 
then immediately demands the Combat of Slender, for having 
charg' d him with picking his Pocket, The old Ruarte's write 

| it 
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Word of denial in thy Labra's here ; 
Word of denial; froth and ſcum, thou ly'ſt. 
Slen. By theſe gloves, then twas he. 
Nym. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good humours : I 


will * marry trap with you, if you run the baſe hu- 


mour on me; that is the very note of it. 

 Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it; 
for tho! I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunk, yet I am not altogether an aſs. 

Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay, the gentleman 
had drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences. 

Ewa. It is his five ſenſes : fie, what the Ignorance is! 

Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they ſay, caſhier'd; 
and ſo concluſions paſt the car-eires. 

Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but 'tis no 
matter; I'll never be drunk whilſt I live again, but in 
honeſt, civil, godly company, for this trick : if I be 
drunk, I'll be drunk with thoſe that have the fear of 
God, and not with drunken knaves, 

Ewa. So Got udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear all theſe matters deny'd, pendlemen 
you hear it. 


Enter Mifireſs Anne Tas, with wine. 


Page. Nay, — carry the wine in; we'll drink 
within. [Exit Anne Page. 


it Latten, as it ſhould be, in the common Characters: And a 


a Proof that the Author deſign'd This ſhould be addreſs'd to 
Slender, Sir Hugh does not there interpoſe one Word in the 
Quarrel. But what then ſignifies—— /atten Bilbo? Why, Pifol | 

ſeeing Slender ſuch a ſlim, puny, Wight ; would intimate, that | 
he is as thin as a Plate of that compound Metal, which is 
call'd latten: and which was, as we are told, the Old Ori- 


cbale. Monſieur Dacier, 9 this Verſe in Horace s Epiſtle de 


Are Poetica, 
| Tibia non ut nunc Orichalco oath; &e; 
5 Ef une eſpece de Cutvre de montagne, comme ſon nom FO 
le temoigne 3 ; Ceft ce que nous ' appeltons aujourd' buy dy leton. 
40 It is a ſort of Mountain-Copper, as its very Name imports, 
„ and which we at this time of Day call Latten. d 
' BER, 
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gen. Oh heav'n! this is miſtreſs Arne Page. 
Enter Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. How now, miſtreſs Ford? 
Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met ; by your leave, good miſtreſs. IX ing her. 
Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen welcome: come, 
we have a hot veniſon paſty to dinner; come, gentle- 


men; | hope, we ſhall drink down all unkindneſs. 


 [Exe. Fal. Page, &c. 
Manes: Shallow, Evans, and Slender. 


len. J had rather than forty ſhillings, I had my book 
of ent and ſonnets here. 


Enter Simple. 


How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt wait 
on my ſelf, muſt I ? you have not the book of riddles 


about you, have you? 
Sim. Book of riddles! why, did you not t lend it to 
Alice Shortcake (4) upon All. hallbaumas laſt, A ent | 


afore Martlemas? 


Shal. Come, coz; come, coz; we ſtay 4 you: a 


word with you, coz: marry chis coz; there is, as 
'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by 
Sir Hugh here; do you underſtand me? 

Slen. Ay, Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable : if it be 
ſo, I ſhall do that that is reaſon. 

Shal. Nay, but underftand me. 

Slen. So I do, Sie. - 


(4) Don Allhallowmas loft, a Arbeite afure Michaelmas. 1 


Sure, Simple's a little out in his Reckoning. Allballowmas is 


almoſt five Weeks after Micbaelmas. But may it not be urg'd, 
it is defign'd, Simple ſhould appear thus ignorant, to keep up 


Character? I think, not. The ſimpleſt Creatures (nay, even 
Naturals) generally are very preciſe in the Knowledge of Fe- 


ſtivals, and marking how the Seaſons run: And therefore I 
have ventur'd to ſuſpect, our Poet wrote Martlemas, as the 
Vulgar call it ; which is near a fortnight after A- Salix: Day, 
i. e. eleven ** both incluſive. 
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218 The Merry Neves of Windſor. 
Esa. Give ear to his motions, Mr. Sender: I will 
deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity 


olf it. 
Slen. Nay, I will do, as my couſin Shallew ſays: I 


pray you, pardon me; he's a Juſtice of peace in his 


country, ſimple tho' I ſtand here. 


Ewa. But that is not the queſtion ; the queſtion i — Hes 


concerning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there's the point, Sir, 

Ewa. Marry, is it; the very point of 1 it, to Mrs. Anne 
Page. 
Stn, Why, if it be ſo, I will marry her upon any 


_ reaſonable demands. 
Eva. But can you affeftion the 'oman'? let us com- 


mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips; 
for divers philoſophers hold, that the lips is parcel of 
the mind : therefore preciſely, can yu carry your good 


Will to the maid? 
Shal. Couſin abe Slender, can you love her ? 
Slen. J hope, Sir, I will do, as it ſhall become one 


* would do reaſon. 
Ewa. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you muſt 


ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry ner your deſires to- 


wards her. 
Shal. That you muſt will vou, upon good dowry, 


marry her? 
Sln. I will do a greater thing than that upon your 


requeſt, couſin, in any reaſon. 


Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet coz; 
what I do, 1s to pleaſure YOu, COZ ; Can you love the 


maid ? 
Slen. I will marry her, Sir, at your requeſt : but if 


there be no great love in the beginning, yet heay'n 
may decreaſe it upon better | acquaintance, when we 
are marry'd, and have more occaſion to know one ano- 


ther: (5) I hope, pow” familiarity will grow more 


contempt: 


(5) I bope, upon Familtarity evill grow more Content.] Cer- 
tainly, the Editors in their Sagacity have murther'd a Jeit 
here. It is deſign'd, no Doubt, that Slender ſhould ſay 4 
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contempt : but if you ſay, marry her, I will marry her, 


that I am freely diſſolved, and diſſolutely. 


Eva. It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer, ſave, the fall is 
in th'ort di/f>lutely : the ort is, according to our mean- 
ing, re/olutely ; his meaning is good. 
Shal. Ay, I think, my couſin meant well. 
Slen. Ay, or elſe I would I might be hang'd, la. 
f Enter Miftreſs Anne Page. 1 
Spal. Here comes fair miſtreſs Aune: would, I were 


young for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne 7 5 


Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father deſires 


Jour worſhip's company. 


Spal. I will wait on him, fair miſtreſs Anne. 
Eva. Od's pleſſed will, I will not be abſence at the 
Grace. „ [Ex. Shallow and Evans. 
Anne. Will't pleaſe your worſhip to come in, Sir? 
Slen. No, I thank you, forſooth, heartily ; I am very 
Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir. 
Fllen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forſooth. Go, 


Sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my 
couſin Shallow : [ Ex. Simple.] A Juſtice of peace ſome- 


time may be beholden to his friend for a man. I keep 


but three men and a boy yet, 'till my mother be dead; 


but what though, yet I live like a poor gentleman 


Arne. | may not go in without your worſhip ; they 

will not fit, *till you come. 5 
Slen. I'faith, I'll eat nothing; I thank you as much 
as though I did. „„ 

Anne. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 

Slen. J had rather walk here, I thank you: I bruis'd 
my ſhin th' other day with playing at ſword and dag- 
creaſe, inſtead of increaſe ; and diſſolved, difſolutely, inſtead of 
reſolved and reſolutely: but to make him ſay, on the preſent 


Occaſion, that upen Familiarity will grow more Content, inſtead 
of Contempt, is diſarming the Sentiment of all its Salt and 


Humour, and diſappointing the Audience of a reafonable Cauſe 
for Laughter, 
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ger with a maſter of fence, three veneys for a diſh of 
{tew'd prunes ; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the 
ſmell of hot meat ſince. Why do your dogs bark fo ? 
be there bears I'th' town ? 

Anne. I think, there are, Sir; I heard them talk'd of. 

Slew. I love the ſport well, but I ſhall as ſoon quar- 
rel at it as any man in England. You are afraid, if you 
lee the bear looſe, are you. not? 


Anne. Ay, indeed, Sir. 


len. That's meat and drink to me now; I have 


ſeen Sacker/en looſe twenty times, and have taken him 
by the chain; but I warrant you, the women have 


10 cry'd and ſhriek'd at it, that it paſt: but women, 
indeed, cannot abide 'em, they are very ill-favour'd 


rough things, | 
Enter Mr. Page. 
Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come ; we ay for 


4 Fll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 

Page. By cock and Pye, you ſhall not chuſe, ir; 
come; come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, vir. 

Sen. Miſtreſs Anne, your ſelf ſhall go firſt. 

Anne, Not I, Sir; pray you, keep on. 


Sin. Truly, I will not go firſt, truly-la: I will not 


do you that wrong. 
Anne. I pray you, Sir. 
Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troubleſome; 


you do your ſelf wrong, indeed la.  [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Evans and Simple, 


Ewa. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius houſe 

Which is the way; and there dwells one miſtreſs Duick- 

ly, which is in the manner of his nurſe, or his dry 

nurſe, or his cook, or his laundry, his waſher, and his 
wringer. 

_ Well, sir. 
da. Nay, it is Petter yet; give her this teuer; for 
| 
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Fal. 4 NE hoſt of the garter, - 
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jt is a 'oman that altogethers acquaintance with miſ- 


treſs Anne Page ; and the letter is to deſire and require 
her to ſollicit your maſter's deſires to miſtreſs Anne Page : 
I pray you, be gone; I will make an end of my dinner ; 
there 5 pippins and cheeſe to come. LExeunt feverall. 


SCE N E changes to the Garter- Inn. 
Enter F alſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol and Robin: 


Heiji. What ſays my bully rock 2 ſpeale 
ſchollarly, and wiſely. 


Fal. Truly, mine hoſt, I. muſt turn. away ſome of 


my followers. 


H. Diſcard, bully Hercules, caſhier; let them Wag 
trot, trot. 
Fal. I fit at ten pounds a week: 
- Thou'rt an Emperor, Cæſar, Keiſar and Phea- 
I will entertain Bardo/ph, he. ſtrall draw, he ſhal 


2 ; ſaid I well, bully Hector? 


Fal. Do fo, good mine hoſt. 
Hoſt. I have ſpoke, let him follow; let me ſee thee 
froth, and live: I am at a word; follow. 


| [Exit Hoſt. 
Fol Bardol ph, follow him; a taxitr is a good trade; 


an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a wither'd ſerving- 


man, a freſh tapſter; go, adieu. 
Bard. It is a life that I have deſir d: 1 will thrive. 
[ Exit Bard. 
"Pf. O baſe Hungarian wight; wilt thou the ſpigot 
wield ? 

Nym. He was gotten in drink, is not the humour 
conceited ? His mind is not heroick, and there's the 
humour of it. 

Fal. I am glad, I ath ſo quit of this eden bie 
thefts were too open; his filching was lixe an unskilful 
finger, he kept not time. 


3 The good humour is to Real at a minute's 
et. | 
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Pift. Convey, the Wiſe it call: ſteal? foh; a ico 
for the phraſe! 

Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almoſt out at heels. 

Pift. Why then, let kibes enſue. 
1 8 There is no remedy: I muſt conyeatch, I muſt 

ut 
Pi. Young ravens muſt bare food. 
Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town? 
Pit. I ken the wight, he is of ſubſtance good. 


deut- 
. Two yards and more. „„ 
Fal. No quips now, Piſtol: indeed, I am in the 
waſte two yards about; but I am now about no waſte, 
Iam about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love 
to Ford's wife: I ſpy entertainment in her; ſhe diſ- 
_ courſes, ſhe carves, ſhe gives the leer of invitation; I 
can conſtrue the action of her familiar ſtile, and the 
hardeſt voice of her behaviour, to be engliſh'd right, 
is, I am Sir John Falſtaff s. 
Pi. He hath ſtudy' d her well, and tranſlated her 
well; out of honeſty into Engliſh, | 

Mer. The anchor is deep; will that humour paſs > 


Fal. My. honeſt lads, I will tel you what I am A | 2 


Fal. Now, the report goes, ſhe has all the rule of : # | 


her huſband's purſe : ſhe hath a legion of angels. 

A op As many devils entertain ; and to her, boy, 
* 

MW. The humour riſes ; it is good; humour me 
the angels. 
Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her; and here 

another to Page's wife, who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examin'd my parts with moſt judicious Iliads; 

ſometimes, the beam of her view guilded wy foot; 
| ſometimes, my portly belly. 

Pi. Then did the ſun on dung-hill ſhine. ILA. 

Mm. I thank thee for that humaur. 

Fa. O, ſhe did ſo courſe o'er my exteriors with ſuch 
2 greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did 
ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glaſs. Here's 

another letter to her; the bears the purſe too; 
| (6) the 


Baſe Phrygian Turk ! 
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(6) ſhe is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I 


will be Cheater to them both, and they ſhall be Ex- 


chequers to me; they ſhall be my Eaft and Weſt-Indies, 
a I will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this 


letter to miſtreſs Page; and thou this to miſtreſs Ford: 
we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. ET 


Pift. Shall. I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 


And by my ſide wear ſteel ? then, Lucifer take all f 


Mm. I will run no baſe humour; here, take the hu- 


mour- letter, I will keep the haviour of reputation. 


Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you theſe letters. tightly, 


Sail like my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. [To Robin. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt! vaniſh like hail-ſtones, go; 

| Tradge, plod away o'th' hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack 
Falfaff will learn the humour of the age, 


French thrift, you rogues; my ſelf, and skirted page. 
VV Ex. Falſtaff and Boy. 
Piſt. Let vultures gripe thy guts; for gourd, and 
Frullam holds: l ö 
And high and low beguiles the rich and poor. 
Teſter I'll have in pouch, when thou ſhalt lack, 


Ma. Thave operations in my head, which be ha- 


mours of revenge. 
_ Pift: Wilt thou revenge? Q 


Nym. By welkin, and her ſtar. 
Piſt. With wit, or ſteel ? 


(6) She is a Region in Guiana, all Gold and Bounty.) If the 
Tradition be true, (as I doubt not, but it is;) of this Play 
being wrote at Queen Elizabeth's Command; this Paſſage, 


perhaps, may furniſh a probable Conjecture that it could not 


appear *till after the Year 1598. The mention of Guiana, 


then ſo lately diſcover'd to the Engliſh, was a very happy 
Compliment to Sir V. Raleigh, who did not begin his Expe- 


dition for South America 'till 1595, and return'd from it in 
1596, with an advantageous Account of the great Wealth of 
Guiana, Such an Addrefs of the Poet was likely, I imagine, 


to have a proper Impreſſion on the People, when the Intel- 
ligence of ſuch a golden Country was freſh in their Minds, 
and gave them ExpeQations of immonſe Gain. 5 
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Nym. With both the humours, F: 


I will diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford, 


Pift, And I to Page ſhall eke unfold, 
How Fa/ftaf, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. 
Vm. My humour ſhall not cool; IT will incenſe Ford 
to deal with poiſon ; I will poſſeſs him with yellowneſs; 


for the Revolt of Mien i . that is my true 
humour. 


Pit. Thou art the Mars of male-contents: I ſecond 
thee ; troop on. Iren, 
SCENE changes to Dr. Caiuss Houſe. - 
| Enter miſireſs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 
Vic. W HAT, Fohn Rugby! I pray thee, go to 
the caſement, and ſee if you can ſee my 
maſter, maſter Doctor Caius, coming; if he do, i'faith, 
and find any body in the houſe, here will be old abu- 
ſing of God's patience, and the King's Engliſb. 
Rug. I'll go watch. Exit Rugby. 
Quic. Go, and we'll have a poſſet fort ſoon at night, 
in faith, at the latter end of a ſea- coal fire. An ha- 
neſt, willing, kind fellow, as ever ſervant mall come in 
houſe withal; and, I warrant you, no tell. tale, nor no 
breed-bate; his Wort fault is, that he is given to 
pray'r; he is ſomething peeviſh that way; but no body 
but has his fault; but let that paſs. Peter Simple, you 
ſay, your name is. i at: pots: 
Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 
Auic. And maſter e s your maſter?” 
Sim. Ay, forfooth. | 
Nic. Does he not wear a great round beard, like 2 
lover s paring-knife ? een 
Sim. No, forſooth; he hath but a 1 inte wee- face, 


i 


with a little yellow beard, (7) a Cain-colour'd beard. 


(7) A cane-coleur'd beard. ] Thus the latter Editions. I have 


 reftor'd with the old Copies. Cain and Judas, in the Tapeſ- 


ies and Pictures of old, were repreſented with yellow * 


_ 
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2uic. A ſoftly-ſprighted man, is he not? 
Sow. Ay, forſooth ; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any 1s between this and his head : he hath 


fought with a warrener. _ 
uic. How ſay you? oh, I ſhould remember him; 


does he not hold up his head, as it were? and ſtrut i in 
his gate? . 

Sim. Ves, indeed, does he. 

Duic. Well, heav'n ſend Anne Page no worſe fortune! 
Tell maſter parſon Evans, I'll do what I can for your 
UNE: : Anne is a good girl, and I win 

| Enter Rugby. wr 
| Rug. Out, alas! here comes my maſter. 

Nuic. We ſhall all be ſhent; run in here, good young 
man; go into this cloſet ; [ outs Simple in the cloſer.” 
He will not ſtay long. What, 7h Rugby! Fabn! * 
what, John, I ſay; go, John, go enquire for my ma- 
ſter; 1 doubt, he be not well, that he comes not home: 
and down, devon, a-dowwn-a, Kc. e 88 
8 15 Enter Doctor Caius. 


Caine. Vat is you ſing? I do not like des toys ; pray 
you, go and vetch me in my cloſet uz boitier werd; a 
box, a green-a box; * intend vat 1 e a green: a 
box. 
Quic. Ay, forſooth, Tn fetch it you. 
I am glad, he went not in himſelf; if he had found 
the young man, he would have been horn- mad. Aſide. 
Carus. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma foi, il fait fort cba; Je 
me n vaie a la Cour Ia grande Faire. | 
8 Is it this, Sir? 
aius. Ouy, mettez le au mon pocket ; z Depecbex, 
quickly ; ; ver is dat knave Rugby ? 
Quic. What, John Rugby ! Jon? 
Rug. Here, Sir. | 
Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Fack Rugby; 
come, take-a your rapier, and come after my heel to 
the Court. 
Rug. 'Tis ready, Sir, here in the porch, 
L e 
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Caius, By my trot, I tarry too long: od's me! Que 
ay je oublit? dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, dat I 

will not for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 
Wie Ay-me, he'll find the — man there, and be 
ma 
Caius. © Diable, Diable. vat is in my cloſet? villaine, 
Larron ! Rugby, my rapier. [ Pulls Simple out of the cloſer. 
Quic. Good maſter, be content. 
Caius. Wherefore ſhall I be content-a 
Juic. The young man is an honeſt man. 
Caius. What ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſet? 
dere is no honeſt man, dat ſhall come in my cloſet. . 
Quic. I beſeech you, be not ſo fegmarick ; hear the 
2 of it. He came of an errand to me from parſon 
Hu | 
Caius. Vell. 
Sim. Ay, forſooth, to defire her —— — 
Duic. Peace, I pray you. 
Caius. Peace-a your tongue, ſpeak. a your tale. 
Sim. To deſire this honeſt gentlewoman, your maid, 


to ſpeak a good word to-miſtreſs Anne Page for my ma- 5 


ſter in the way of marriage. 
Qui. This is all, indeed- la; but ru never put my 
finger in the fire, and need not. 
— Sir Hugh ſend- a- you? Rugby, baillez me ſome 
paper; tarry you a little-a-while. 
Quic. I am glad, he is ſo quiet; if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo loud, 
and ſo melancholy : but notwithſtanding, man, Fl do 
for your maſter what good I ean ; and the very yea and 
the no is, the French Doctor my maſter, (I may call 
him my maſter, look you, for 1 keep his houſe, and I 
_ waſh, wring, brew, bake, ſcour, dreſs meat and drink, 
make the beds, and do all my ſelf.) 
Sim. *Tis a great charge to come under one body 2 
Quic. Are you a. vis d othat? you mall find it a 
great charge; and to be up early and down late. But 
notwithſtanding, to tell you in your ear, I would have 
vo words of it, wy maſter himſelf is in love with web 
| kreis 
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treſs Anne Page; but, notwithſtanding that, I know 
Anne's mind, that's neither here nor there. 

Caius. You jack'nape ; give a this letter to Sir Hugh ; 


make you may be gone; it is not good you tarry 


ſhall not have a ſtone to trow at his dog. [Exit Simple. 
Quic. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his friend. | 


dat I ſhall have Arne Page for myſelf? by gar, I vill 
kill de jack prieſt ; and I have appoiated mine hoſt of 4% 
Farterre to meaſure our weapon; by gar, I will myſelt 

have Anne Page. . 
Nuic. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: 
we mult give folks leave to prate; what, the good jer! 
Caius. Rugby, come to the Court with me ; by 
gar, if I have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your head out 
of my door; — follow my heels, Rugby. _ 


I know Arne's mind for that; never a Woman in Vindſor 


than I do with her, I thank heav'n. 
Fent, [within.| Who's within there, hoa? 
28 Quic. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houſe, I 
Pray you. | ; 
6 5 3 Enter Mr. Fenton. 
74 Fent. How now, good woman, how doſt thou? 


to a. | | 
Fent. What news? how does pretty miſtreſs Anne ? 
Vic. In truth, Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, 
and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can tell you 
= that by the way, I praiſe heav'n for it. 5 
. Fe:ent. Shall I do any good, think'ſt thou ? ſhall I not 
445 loſe my ſun? _ „ „ 
Quic. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above; but not- 


ſhe 


by gar, it is a ſnallenge: I will cut his troat in de parke, 
and I will teach a ſcurvy jack- a. nape prieſt to meddle or 
here; by gar, I will cut all his two ſtones ; by gar, he 


Caius. It is no matter'a ver dat: do you not tell-ame, 


5 Exe. Caius and Rugby. 
Quic. You ſhall have An fools-head of your own. No, 


knows more of Anne's mind than I do, nor can do more 


 Qaic, The better, that it pleaſes your good worſhip 


withitanding, mater Fenton, I'll be ſworn on a book, 


' 
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Me loves you: have not your worſhip a wart above your my 
=: 4 3 ; 
Fent. Yes, marry, have I; and what of that? 
Avic. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, it is 
ſuch another Nan; but, I deteft, an honeſt maid as ever 
broke bread; we had an hour's talk of that wart: I ſhall ÞF 
never laugh but in that maid's company! but, indeed, -. 
ſhe is given too much to allicholly and muſing; but oer 
you Well go to 
Fent. Well, I ſhall ſee her to day; hold, there's mony 
for thee: let me have thy voice in my behalf; if thou 
ſeeſt her before me, commend me | 
Buic. Will I? ay, faith, that we will: 1 I will 
tell your worſhip more of the wart, the next time we have _ 
* and of other wooers. + 
Fen. Well, farewel, I am in great haſte now. Exit. 
Nuic. Farewel to your worſhip. Truly, an honeſt 
gentleman, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's 
mind as well as another does. Out 151 't, what have I 
5 forgot? r 


ü * 8 ECD 8 
A „ 
8 CE N E, before Page's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Page, w with a Letter. 


Mrs, Pace. 


HAT, have I ſcap'd love-Tetters in the holy - 155 
day- time of my beauty, and am I now a ſubject 64 
for them? let me ſee: | 


Ah me no reaſon, y Þ love you ; : for tho love uſe rea- 
fon for his precifian, he admits him not for his counſellor c 
you are not young, no more am 1; go to then, there's hm- 
pathy : you are merry, ſo am I; ha! hat! thin there's 
more ſympathy ; you love fack, and ſo do I; avould you de- 
fre better fampathy ? let it ſuffice thee, miſtreſs Page, 

te 
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his guts are made of puddings. 
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thi leaſt if the love of a ſoldier can ſuffice,” that I love thee. 
WY hr ſay, pity. me, tis not a ſolater-like phraſe; bat 


IJ. ſay, love me; | | 
5 By me, thine oabu true Ki ght, by day or night, 

. Or any kindof light, with all his might, 

For thee to fight. John Falſtaff. 


What a Herod of Fewry is this? O wicked, wicked 
world! one that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
to ſhow himſelf a young gallant! what unweigh'd beha- 


viour hath this Flemiſb drunkard pickt, !th'devil's name, 


aut of my converſation, that he dares in this manner 
aſſay me? why, he hath not been thrice in my company: 


what ſhould I ſay to him? I was then frugal of my mirth, 
heav'n forgive me: why, I'll exhibit (8) a Bill in the 
Parliament for the putting down of fat men: how ſhall 1 
be reveng'd on him f for reveng'd I will be, as ſure as 


5 | Enter Mrs. Ford. 
Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Rage, truſt me, 1 Was going to your 7 


houſe. . 


Mrs. Page. And traſt me, I was coming to you; you 
look very ill. 3 | | 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll. ne'er. believe that; I have. to 


ſhew to the contrary, _ - 


Mrs. Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind, 


(2) —4-bill in the Parliament for the putting down of Men. 
What, Mrs, Page, put down the whole Species Unius ob noxam, 
for a ſingle Offender's Treſpaſs? Don't be ſo unreaſonable in 


your Anger, But tis a falſe Charge againſt You, I am per- 

fuaded, a ſhort Monoſyllable is dropt out, which, once reftor'd, 
would qualify the matter. We muſt neceſſarily read, — for - 
_ the putting down of fat Men.. Mrs. Ford ſays in the very en- 
ſuing Scene, I Hall think the ꝛvor ſe of fat Men, as long as T have 
2 Eye, &, And in the old Quarto's, Mrs. Page, fo ſoon as 


ſhe has read the Letter, ſays, Well, I all truſt fat Men 1he 
worſe, while I live, for his ſake: And he is call'd, the fa: 
Knight, the greaſy Knight, by the Women, throughout the 


Play, | 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet I ſay, I could ſhey | 
you to the contrary : O miſtreſs Page, give me ſomes | x 
counſel. 5 „ 
Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman? 
Mrs. Ford. O woman |. if it were not for one trifling 
reſpect, I could come to ſuch honour. 5 
Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the honour; 
what is it? diſpenſe with triftes ; what is it? 1 | 
Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal} | © 
moment, or ſo, I could be knighted. 5 - 
Mrs. Page. What, thou lieſt! Sir Alice Ford? theſe | 
Knights will hack, and ſo thou ſhouldfſt not alter the | 
article of thy gentry. 3 
Mrs. Ford. We burn day-light ; here, read, read; | 
perceive, how I might be knighted: F ſhall think the | 
worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make dif- 
ference of men's liking ; and yet he would not ſwear; | 
| prais'd women's Wel and gave fuch orderly and 
_ well-behaved reproof to all uncomelineſs, that I would 
have ſworn his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of 
his words; but they do no more adhere, and keep place | 
together, than the hundredth Pſalm to the tune of Green 
Sleeves. What tempeſt, I trow, threw this whale, with 
ſo many tun of oyl in his belly, a'ſhore at Vinaſor? how 
ſhall I be reveng'd on him? I think, the beſt way were 
to entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of luſt 
have melted him in his own greaſe. Did you ever hear 
the ike? | | Wy As 
Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in this my- 
ſtery of ill opinons, here's the twin brother of thy letter; | 
but let thine inherit firſt, for, I proteſt, mine never ſhall, | 
I warrant, he hath a thouſand of theſe letters, writ with 
blank ſpace for different names ; nay, more ; and theſe 
are of the ſecond edition: he will print them out of doubt, 
for he cares not what he puts into the preſs, when be 
would put us two. I had rather be a gianteſs, and lye 
under mount Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty laſci- 
vious turtles, ere one chaſte man. 5 
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Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very ſame, the very 


hand, the very words; what doth he think of us? 


Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it. makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty. I'll entertain 
myſelf like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for, 
ſure, unleſs he knew ſome Strain in me, that I know not 


| myſelf, he would never have boarded me in this fury. 


Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it you! Pll be ſure to keep 
him above deck. _ FE. : 
Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my hatches, 


' Fll never to ſea again. Let's be reveng'd on him; let's 


appoint him a meeting, give him a ſhow of comfort in- 
his ſuit, and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till he: 
hath pawn'd his horſes to-mine Hoſt of the Garter. 
Mrs: Ford. Nay I will conſent to act any villany 
againſt him, that may not ſully the charineſs of our ho- 
neſty: oh, that my husband ſaw this letter! it would 
give eternal food to his jealouſie. „ 
Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes, and my 


good man too ; he's as far from jealouſie, as I am from 


ſtance. 5 : 
Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman, 
Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greaſie 


iving him cauſe ; and that, I hope, is an unmeaſurable 


Knight. Come, hither... [They retire. 


Euter Ford with Piſtol, Page with Nym. 
Ford. Well, I hope, it be not ſo. 
Pit. Hope is a curtal-dog in ſome affairs. 
Sir Fobn affects thy Wife. 1 
Ford. Why Sir, my wife is not young. 


Pit. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
oor, 


Both young and old, one with another, Ford; 


He loves thy gally-mawfry, Ford, perpend. 
Ford. Love my wife? 

Piſt. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go thou, 
like Sir AZeon, he, with Ring- wood at thy heels O, 


 odfous is the name. 


Ferd. What name, Sir? 


Pit. 
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Mrs. Ford. Well, Ido then; yet I ſay, I could ſhew 


you to the contrary: O miſtreſs Page, give me ſome 


counſel. nes 
Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman? 
Mrs. Ford. O woman |. if it were not for one trifling 
reſpect, I could come to ſuch honour. 
Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the honour; 
what is it? diſpenſe with triftes ; what is it? 


Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 


moment, or ſo, I could be knighted. 3 
Mrs. Page. What, thou lieſt! Sir Alice Ford? theſe 
n will hack, and ſo thou ſhouldſt not alter the 
article of thy gentry. 3 N 
Mrs. Ford. We burn day-light; here, read, read; 
perceive, how I might be knighted: Tſhall think the 
worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make dif- 
ference of men's liking; and yet he would not ſwear; 
prais'd women's modeſty ; and gave fuch orderly and 
| well-behaved reproof to all uncomelineſs, that I would 


have ſworn his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of |: 
his words; but they do no more adhere, and keep place | 7 


together, than the hundredth Pſalm to the tune of Green 
Sleeves. What tempeſt, I trow, threw this whale, with 
ſo many tun of oyl in his belly, a'ſhore at Winder ? how 
ſhall I be reveng'd on him? I think, the beſt way were 
to entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of luſt 
have melted him in his own greaſe. Did you ever hear 
the like? 


Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of 


Page and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in this my- 


ſtery of ill opinons, here's the twin brother of thy letter; 


but let thine inherit firſt, for, I proteſt, mine never ſhall, 


I warrant, he hath a thouſand of theſe letters, writ with 
blank ſpace for different names ; nay, more ; and theſe 


are of the ſecond edition: he will print them out of doubt, 


ſor he cares not what he puts into the preſs, when he 


would put us two. I had rather be a gianteſs, and lye 


under mount Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty laſci- 


vagus turtles, ere one chaſte man. 0 
| IIS. 


a wy 


Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very ſame, the very 


hand, the very words; what doth he think of us ? 


Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty. I'll entertain 


' myſelf like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for, 
| ſure, unleſs he knew ſome Strain in me, that I know not 


myſelf, he would never have boarded me in this fury. 


Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it you! Pll be ſure to keep 


him above deck. 


Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my hatches, . 

Fll never to ſea again. Let's be reveng'd on him; let's 
appoint him a meeting, give him a ſhow of comfort in. 
his ſuit, and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till he: 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay I will conſent to act any villany 
againſt him, that may not ſully the charineſs of our ho- 
neſty : oh, that my husband ſaw this letter! it would 


give eternal food to his jealouſie. 


Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes, and my 
good man too; he's as far from jealouſie, as J am from. 
iving him cauſe ; and that,. I hope, is an unmeaſurable 


| RS * 
Mrs. Ford. Vou are the happier woman. 


1 Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greaſie 
; | [ T hey retire. 


Knight. Come, hither.. 
Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with Nym. 
Ford. Well, I hope, it be not ſo. 


Pi. Hope is a curtal-dog in ſome affairs. 


Sir Fohn affects thy Wife. 


Ford. Why Sir, my wife is not young. . 
Pit. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 


poor, 


Both young and old, one with another, Ford; 
He loves thy gally-mawfry, Ford, perpend. 


Ford. Love my wife? 


ift. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go thou, 
like Sir Ageon, he, with Ring · wood at thy heels O, 


odfous is the name. 
Ford. What name, Sir? 
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Piſt. The horn, I ſay: farewel. 
Take heed, have openeye; for thieves do foot by night] 


Take heed ere ſummer comes, or cuckoo-birds affright, 1 
Away, Sir corporal Mm. f 
Believe it, Page, he peaks ſenſe. [ Exit Pi to. ö 
Ford. J will be patient; I will find out this. 5 
Nym. And this is true: I like not the humour of lying; | 
he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours : I ſhould harte 
borne the hamour'd letter to her; but I have a ſword, | © 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity. He loves your wife; 1 
there's the ſhort and the long. My name is Corpora Þ 1 


Mm; I ſpeak, and. I avouch ; 'tis true: my name ii: 
| Aim; and Falſtaff loves your Wife. Adieu; I love not | © 
the humour of bread and cheeſe: Adieu. [Exit Nym. | T 


Page. The humour of it, quoth a“! here” SA fellow, | = 

frights humour out of its wits. 4 
Ford. ] will ſeek out Fa/ftaf.. = : 

. 


Page. I never heard ſuch a drawling, afſeing rogue. 


Fire, If I do find it: well. 
Pro. I will not believe ſuch a 8 tho the pricſt 


O'th' town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. Twas a good ſenſible fellow): well. 

Mrs Page and Mrs. Ford come forwards... 

Page. How now, Meg? 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George? hark you. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, ſweet Frank, why. art thou 
melancholy ? 3 

Ferd. 1 melancholy! I am not melancholy, Ger you Þ 
home, go. -* 
Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy 7 


head. Now, will you go, miſtreſs Page? 
Mrs. Page. Have with you. You'll come to dinner, 
George ? Look, who comes yonder ; ſhe mall be our 


meſlenger to this paultry Knight. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 
Mrs. Ford, Truſt me I thought on her, ſhe'll ft it. 
Mrs. Page. You are come to ſee my daughter Anz? 
Buick. Ay, forſooth ; and, I pray, how does good 
miſtreſs Annes 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and ſee; we have an 
hour's talk with you. 

Exe. Mrs Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Quietly. 

Page. How now, maſter Ford? 

Ferd. You heard what this knave told me, did you 

not ? 

Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford, Do you think there 1s truth in them ? 

Page. Hang 'em, ſlaves; I do not think, the Knight 
would offer it; ; but theſe, that accuſe him 1n his intent 
towards our wives, are a yoak of his diſcarded men; 
very rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. 1 like it never the better for that. Does he be 
at the Garter ? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he ſhould intend his 
voyage towards my wife, I would turn her looſe to him ; 
and what he gets more of her than ſharp words, let it lye 
on my head. 

Ford. J do not miſdoubt my wife, but I would be loth 


40 turn them together; a man may be too confident; 1 
would have nothing po on =y head; I cannot be thus 


ſatisfy'd. 

Pare. Look, whers my ranting Holſt of the Garter 
comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or. mony in 
his purſe, when he looks ſo merrily. TOW, now, mine 


Holt ? 


Enter Hoſt 1 Shallow. 


Eo. How now, bully Rock? thou” rt a gentleman. 3 . 
cavalerio-juſtice, I ſay. 
Shal. I follow mine Hoſt, I follow. Good even, 
and twenty, good maſter Page. , Maſter Page, will you 
go with us ?: we have ſport in hand. 
2 ao Tell him, cavaliero Juſtice ;. tell bim, bully 
0C 
_ © $hal. Sir, there is a fray to be e between Sir 
Hugh the Welch prieſt, and Caius the French doctor. 
Ferd. Good mine Hoſt o'th*Garter, a word * 
0 


— 
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Hof. What ſay'ft thou, bully Rock ? 
Shal. Will you go with us to behold it? my merry 

Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons, and, I 

think, he hath appointed them contrary places; for, bo. 

| lieve me, I hear, the parſon is no jeſter. Hark, I will 
tell 1 what our ſport ſhall be. 
Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight, my Zueſt. 

Bs ? | 

Ford. None, I proteſt; but 1 I. give you a pottle of 

burnt ſack to give me recourſe to him, (9) and tell him, 

my name is Brock; only for a jeſt. 


Heft. My hand, bully : thou ſhalt have egreſs and | 


regreſs; ſaid 1 well? and thy name ſhall be Brock. It 
is a merry Knight. (10) Will you go an-heirs ? 
Shal. Have with you, mine hoſt. 


Page. J have heard, the Frenchinan hath 8000 Skill 1 ir 


his rapier. 


Shal. Tat, Sir, I could have told you more ; in theſe 


times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, ſtoccado's and 
I know not what: 'tis the heart, maſter Page; tis 


here, 'tis here, I have ſeen the time, with my long 


(0) And tell bim, my Name is Brook 3J Thus both the old = 1 


Quart 4; and thus moſt certainly the Poet wrote. We need 
no better Evidence, than the Pun that Falfaff anon makes on 
the Name, when Brogk ſends him ſome burnt Sack. 

Such Brooks are welcome to me, that overflow with ſuch 8 
The Players, in their Editions, alter'd the Name to Broom : 
But how far that Name will ſort with that jeſt, is ſubmitted to 
common Senſe, 

___ (10) Vill you go an- heirs?} I can make Nothing of this 5 
ing, Which hath poſſeſs'd all the Editions. The Word is not 
to be traced; and, conſequently, I am apt to ſuſpect, muſt be 
corrupted, I mould think, the Hoſt meant to ſay, either, 
8 Will you go on here? 


Pointing out the Way, which was to lead them to the Combe- ; 


tants; as he afterwards ſays. Herr, boys, bere, bere j Pall we wag f 
Or, Will you go, myn-heers? 


4. e. my Mafters ; Both theſe make plain Senſe; and are not 


remote from the Traces of the Text: but, without ſome fuch 
Alteration, the Paſſage ſeems utterly unintelligible to _ L 4 
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© fvord, I would have made you four tall fellows skip like 


= rats. | 

HI. Here, boys, here, here: ſhall we wag ? 

- | Page. Have with you; I had rather hear them ſcold 
chan fight. TFræeunt Hoſt, Shallow and Page. 
ff Ford. Tho' Page be a ſecure fool, (11) and ſtand fa 
firmly on his wife's fealty, yet I cannot put off my opinion 
ſo eaſily. She was in his company at Pages houſe ; and 
what they made there, I know not. Well I will look 
further into't; and I have a diſguiſe to ſound Falſlaff : 
if I find her honeſt, I loſe not my labour ; if ſhe be other- | 
wiſe, tis labour well beſtow de. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Garter-Inn: 


wo Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 
Fal. 1 Will not lend thee a penny. : 
1 Pjf. Why then the world's mine oyſter, which 
I with ſword will open. I will retart the ſum in 
Equipage. FA. ous 
Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, Sir, you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawn; I have grated up- 
on my good friends for three reprieves for you, and your 
couch-fellow, Nim; or elſe you had look'd through the. 
grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am damn'd in hell 
for on to gentlemen my friends, you were good 
ſoldiers, and tall fellows. And when miſtreſs Bridget loſt 
the handle of her fan, I took't upon mine honour, thou = 
hadſt it not. a mw „„ 
Pi. Didſt thou not ſhare? hadſt thou not fifteen 
= pence? _. 5 
5 Fal. Reaſon, you rogue, reaſon: think'ſt thou, III | 
endanger my ſoul gratis? At a word, hang no more 
about me, I am no gibbet for you: go, a ſhort knife 


(tr) And fland fo firmly on bis-Wife's Frailty,] No furely ; 
Page ſtood tightly to the opinion of her Honeſty, and would 
not entertain a Thought of her being frail. I have therefore 
ventur'd to ſubſtitute a Word correſpondent to the Senſe re- 
quir'd; and one, which our Poet frequently uſes, to fignify 
r Faitb. e 8 | 


= 
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and a throng, to your manour of Pickt-hatch ; go, you'll 
Not bear a letter for me, your rogue! you ſtand upon 
your honour ! why, thou unconfinable baſeneſs, it is as 


much as I can do to keep the term of my honour preciſe, 
I, I, I myſelf ſometimes, leaving the fear of heaven on 


the left hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceſſity, i : 
am fain to ſhuffle, to hedge and to lurch ; and yet you 5s 2 
rogue will enſconſe your rags, your cat. a- mountain looks, | 1 
your red-lettice phraſes, and your bold-beating oaths, | t 
under the ſhelter of your honour! you will not do it, | © C 
DG rr TY s 1 
Pit. I do relent; what wouldſt thou more of many} | #1 

| = 

3 Enter Robin. : | 7 | 

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeak with you. . 
Fal. Let her approach. . N - 


Enter Mifireſs Quickly. 
Quic. Give your worſhip good morrow. 
Fal. Good morrow, good wife. Ko 
Quic. Not fo, and't pleaſe your worſhip. _ 
Fal. Good maid, then. „„ = 
AQuic. I'll be ſworn, as my mother was, the firſt hour 
I was bom, EG | es 
Fal. I do believe the ſwearer : what with me? 1 
Quic. Shall T vouchſafe your worſhip a word or two ? þ # 
Fal. Two thouſand, fair woman, and I'll vouchſate | # 
thee the hearing. 22) 1 15 
AQ2uic. There is one miſtreſs Ford, Sir: I pray, come 
a little nearer this ways: I myſelf dwell with Mr. Doctor 
Caius. e . 
Fal. Well, on: miſtreſs Ford, you fay —— 
| Puic. Your worſhip ſays very true: I pray your 
worſhip, come a little nearer this ways. 
Fal. J warrant thee, no body hears: mine own people, 
mine own people. „„ L 
Quic. Are they ſo? heaven bleſs them, and make 
them his ſervants! 3 
Fal. Well: miſtreſs Ford, — what of her? = 
Duic, Why, Sir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, lack 
| yo 


7 
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= your worſhip's a wanton : well, heav'n forgive you, and 
= So oa REO 3 
= Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, — come, miſtreſs Ford —— _ 
9uic. Marry, this is the ſhort and the long of it; 
you have brought her into ſuch a canaries, as tis won 
derful: the beſt courtier of them all, when the court lay 
at Windſor, could never have brought her to ſuch a ca- 
nary. Yet there has been knights, and lords, and gen- 
tlemen, with their coaches ; I warrant you, coach after 
coach, letter after letter, gift after gift, ſmelling ſo 
ſweetly ; all muſk ; and ſo ruſsling, I warrant you, in 
ſilk and gold, and in ſuch alligant terms, and in ſuch 
| Wine and ſugar of the beſt, and the faireſt, that would 
have won any woman's heart; and, I warrant you, they 
[ could never get an eye-wink of her. I had myſelf 
> twenty angels given me this morning; but I defie all 
angels, in any ſuch ſort as they ſay, but in the way of 
"> honeſty; and I warrant you, they could never get her 
ſo much as ſip on a cup with the proudeſt of them all: 
and yet there has been earls, nay, which is more, pen- 
ſioners; but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 8 
Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be brief, my good She 
— mann wee ine Os 
Quic. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your letter, for the 
wich ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and ſhe gives 
yon to notifie, that her huſband will be abſence from his | 
bhuouſe between ten and eleven. e 8 
Fal. Ten and eleven. 5 | 
Quic. Ay, forſooth; and then you may come and ſee 
: the picture, ſhe ſays, that you wot of: maſter Ford, 
> her huſband, will be from home. Alas! the ſweet wo- L 
man leads an ill life with him, he's a very jealouſie- 
1 ſhe leads a very frampold life with him, good 
eart. yy ER 
Fal. Ten and eleven: woman, commend me to her, I 
will not fail her. N . 8 
Quic. Why, you ſay well: But I have another meſ- 
ſenger to your worſhip ; miſtreſs Page has her hearty 
commendations to you too; and let me tell you in your | 
dar, ſhe's as fartuous a civil modeſt wife, and one 0 | | 
| | : | te | 
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tell you) that will not miſs you morning nor evenin 
prayer, as any is in Windſor, whoe er be the other; 
and ſhe bad me tell your worſhip, that her huſband is 


ſeldom from home, but, ſhe hopes, there will come a a 


time. I never knew a woman ſo doat upon a man; 
ſurely, I think you have charms, la; yes, in truth, 


Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſetting the attraQtion of | 


any good forts alide, I have no other charms. 
Quic. Bleſſing on your heart fort! 
Fal. But I pray thee, tell me this; has Ford's wife, 
and Page's with 

me! AY 
Quic. That were a jeſt, indeed; they have not ſo 


nude Rigs: rok I hope; that were a trick, indeed! but | 


e, acquainted each other how they love | 


Page would defre you to ſend her your litde | || 


Page, of all loves: her huſband has a marvellous infec. | 


tion to the little page; and, truly, maſter Page is an 
Honeſt man. Never a wife in Windſor leads a better 
life, than ſhe does; do what ſhe will, ſay what ſhe will, 


take all, pay all, go to bed when ſhe lik, riſe when nn 
and, truly, ſhe deſeryes it; for if 1 
there be a kind woman in Vindſor, truly, the is one. 1 


liſt, all is . the wi; 


You muſt ſend her your page; no remedy. 
Fal. Why, I will ng 


Quic. Nay, but do ſo then; and look you, he may | 
come and po between you both, and in any caſe have a 
nay- word, that you may know one another's mind: and 
the boy never need to underſtand any thing; for *tis not 


| $9 ood, that children ſhould know any wickedneſs : old ; 
0 


"bg you know, have diſcretion, as hey ſay, and know 
the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well ; commend me to them both: : 
there's my purſe, I am yet thy debtor. Boy, go along, 
with this woman. This news diſtracts me! 


Exeunt Quickly and Robin, 


Pip. This punk is is one of Cupid's carriers: 1 
Clap on more ſails; purſue; ; up with your fights ; : 
Give fire; ſhe is my Prize, or ocean whelm them all! 


Exit Piſtol. 
Fal. Say'lt thou &, old Jack? go thy ways; I'll 


make 


ES 


La & | 


” WI we YOuT. 


"FT. 2 — 


welcome to me, that o'erflow with ſuch liquor, 
ah! miſtreſs Ford and miſtreſs Page, have I Wants bake 
54 your 89 to, vial | 


leave, drawer. 
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make more of thy old body, than I have done; will they 
yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the expence of ſo 
much mony, be naw a gainer ? good body, I thank 
thee; let them ſay, tis grolsly one; ſo it be fairly 
done, no matter. 


Enter Bardo ph. 
Bard, Sir John, there's one maſter Brook below would 


> fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with you; and 
” hath ſent your worſhip a e $ ann of ſack, 


Fal. Brook, is his name? 
Dau, Ay, Sit, 
Fal. Call him in; [Exit Bardolph. J ſuch Iverds are 


Ah! 


Re-enter Bardolph, with F ord 4; guis d. 


Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. 
Fal. And you, Sir; would you ſpeak with me? 
Ford. I make bold to preſs with ſo little Preparation 


upon you. 


Fal. You're welcome; what's your will!? give us 
[Exit Bardolph. 


Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have ſpent much; 


my name is Brook. 


3 Good maſter Brook, I deſire more acquaintance 
1 

Ford. Good Sir Jobn, 1 ſue for yours 3 ; not to charge 
you; for I muft let you underſtand, I think myſelf in 
better plight for a lender than you are, the which hath 
ſomething embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd intruſion ; 


= for they lay, if mony go before, all ways do lye open. 


Fal. Mony is a good ſoldier, Sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of mony, here, trou- 
bles me; if you will help me to bear it, Sir Jobn, take 
all, or half, for eaſing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, 1 know not how I may deſerve to be your 


porter, 
For a, 


240 The Merry Wives of Windfor. 


Ford. I will tell you, Sir, if you will give me thy 5 


hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good maſter Brook, I thll be Blad to be 
your ſervant. 
Ford. Sir, I hear, you are a Kieler a will be brief 
with you) and you have been a man long known to me, 
tho' I had never ſo good means, as deſire, to make my. 
ſelf acquainted with you: I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
wherein I muſt very much lay open mine own. imper- 
fections; but, good Sir John, as you have one eye upon 
my follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another in- 
to the regiſter of your own, that I may paſs with à re- 
proof the eaſier; ſith you an Know, OW eaſie it 
is to be ſuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well: Sir, proceed. 5 

Ford. There 1 is a gentlewoman 1 in this town, her huſ- 
band's name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, Sir. * 


Ford. I have long lord her ; al 1 proteſt to you, , 


beſtow'd. much on her ; follow'd her with a doating 


obſervance ; ingroſs'd opportunities to meet her; feed 


every ſlight occaſion, that could but niggardly give me 
ſight of her; not. only bought many preſents to give 
her, but have given largely to many, to know what ſhe | 


would have given: briefly, I have purſued her, as love | 


hath purſu'd me, which hath been on the wing of all 
_ occaſions, But whatſoever I have merited, either in my 
mind, or in my means; meed, I am ſure, I have re- 
_ ceived none; unleſs experience be a jewel; That I have 
purchas'd at an infinite rate, and That hath taught me to 
fay this; 
« Love 5; he a ſhadow Ai es, when ſubſtance love * ; 
« Purſuing That that flies, and flying avhat purſues. 

Fal. Have you receiv'd no promile of farigtaQion at 
her hands ? 

Ford. Never. 1 

Ful. Have you importun'd her to uch a purpoſe ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love chen? 


Ferd. Like a fair houſe, built on another ma 1's ground; 
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ſo that J have loſt my edifice, by miſtaking the place 
where I erected it. | : | — 

Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When 1 have told you that, I have told you 
all. Some ſay, that tho' ſhe appear honeſt to me, yet 
in other places ſne enlargeth her mirth ſo far, that there 
is ſhrewd conſtruction made of her. Now, Sir John, 
here is the heart of my purpole: You are a gentleman 
of excellent breeding, admirable diſcourſe, of great ad- 
mittance, authentick in your place and perſon, gene- 


rally allow'd for your many war-like, court- like, and 
learned preparations. „„ 


Fal, O Se! „ | 
Ford. Believe it, for you know it; there 15 mony, 
ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I have, only 
give me ſo much of your time in exchange of it, as to 
lay an amiable ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's wife; 
uſe your art of wooing, win her to conſent to you; if 


any man may, you may as ſoon as any. 


Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your 
affection, that I ſhould win what you would enjoy? me- 
thinks, you preſcribe to yourſelf very prepoſterouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells ſo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my 
ſoul dares not preſent itſelf; ſhe is too bright to be look d 
againſt, Now, could I come to her with any detection 
in my hand, my deſires had inſtance and argument to 
commend themſelves ; I could drive her then from the 
ward of her purity, her reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which now are too 
too ſtrongly embattel'd againſt me. What ſay you to't, 
Sir John? FO 5 

Fal. Maſter Brook, I will firſt make bold with your 
mony; next, give me your hand; and laſt, as I am a 
gentleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford. O good Sir! 5 VA 

Fal. Maſter Brook, I ſay, you ſhall. ; 


ING Want no mony, Sir 7%, you ſhall want 
none. ” 


Vo L-. M Tal. 
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Fal. Want no miſtreſs Ford, maſter Brook, you ſhall 
want none; I ſhall be with her, I may tell you, by her 
own appointment. Even as you came in to me, her 
aſſiſtant, or go-between, parted from me; I ſay, I ſhall 
be with her between ten and eleven ; for at that time the 
jealous raſcally knave, her huſband, will be forth ; come 
you to me at night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 
. Ford. I am bleſt in your acquaintance : do you know 
Ford, S322 | %% nay 
Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave, T know him 
not: yet I wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the 
jealous wittelly knave hath maſſes of mony, for the 
which his wife ſeems to be well-favour'd. I will uſe her 
as the key of the cuckoldly-rogue's coffer ; and there's 
my harveſt-home. EY „ 
Ford. I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you might 
avoid him, if you ſaw him. 


Fal. Hang him, mechanical ſalt- butter rogue; I will 
ſtare him out of his wits; I will awe him with my cud- 
gel; it ſhall hang like a meteor o'er the Cuckold's horns. 
Maſter Brooꝶ, thou ſhalt know, I will predominate over 
the peaſant; and thou ſhalt lye with his wife: Come to 
me ſoon at night; Ford's a knave, and I will aggravate 
his ſtile : thou, maſter Brock, ſhalt know him for knave 
and cuckold : come to me ſoon at night.  [Exit. 

Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean raical 1s this! my 
heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who ſays, this 
is improvident jealouſie? my wife hath ſent to him, the 
hour is fixt, the match is made; would any man have |ÞE 
thought this? ſee the hell of having a falſe woman! my 
bed ſhall be abus'd, my coffers ranſack'd, my reputation 
gnawn at; and I ſhall not only receive this villainous 
wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of 'abominable 
terms, and by him that does me the wrong. Terms, 
names; Amaimon ſounds well; Lucifer, well; Barbaſon 
well; yet they are devils' additions, the names of fiends: 
but cuckold, wittol, cuckold! the devil himſelf hath not 
ſuch a name. Page is an aſs, a ſecure aſs, he will truſt 
his wife; ke will not be jealous: I will rather truſt 2 
Fleming with my butter, parſon Hugh the Nelcbman with 
: TO my 


r. 
—— 


_— 
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my cheeſe, an 1ri/bman with my Aguavitæ bottle, or a 


thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with 
herſelf : then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe de- 
viſes : and what they think in their hearts they may 


effect, they will break their hearts but they will effect. 
Heav'n be prais'd for my jealouſie ! Eleven o'clock the 


hour; I will prevent this, detect my wife, be reveng'd 
on -Falftaff, and laugh at Page: I will about it: better 
three hours too ſoon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, 
be ; cuckold, cuckold, cuckold! ; [Exit, 
 S$CENE changes to Windſor Park. 


Enter Caius and Rugby. 


dev bu CK Rugby! 


_ Rag. Sir. 
Caius. Vat is de clock, Fack? | 
Rug. Tis paſt the hour, Sir, that Sir Hygh promis'd 
woman OE 


| "Caius, By gar, he has fave his ſoul, dat he is no 


come; he has pray his pible well, dat he is no come: 
by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 
Rug. He is wiſe, Sir; he knew, your worſhip would 


Kill him, if he came. 


| Caius. By gar, de herring is not ſo dead as me vill 
make him. Take your .rapier, Jack; I vill tell you 


how I will kill him. 


Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. 
Caius. Villany, take your rapier. 
Rug. Forbear ; here's company. 


Enter Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and Page. 
Het. Bleſs thee, bully Doctor. 
SHal. Save you, Mr. Doctor Caius. 
Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor. 
Sn. Give you good morrow, Sir. e 
Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for? 
Heß. To ſee thee fight, to ſee thee foigne, to ſee thee 


_ traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, to ſee thee 


paſs thy puncto, thy ſtock, thy reverſe, thy diſtance, 
thymontant, Is he dead, my Ethiopian? Is he dead, 


my 
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my Franciſco? ha, bully? what lays my Aſculapiuss 
my Galen? my heart of elder? ha? is he dead, bully- 
ſtale ? is he dead? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Sack -prieft of de 
yorld ; he is not ſhow his face. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion- -king-Urinal : Hedor of 
65 eece, my boy. 

Caius. I pray you bear witneſs, that me dave flay 
fix or ſeven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no 
come. 

Shal. He is the wiſer man, Mr. Doctor; he is a curer 
of ſouls, and you a curer of bodies: if you ſhould fight, 
you go againſt the hair of your protellions : Is it not 
true, maſter Page? 

Page. Maſter Shalloau, you have yourlalf been a great 
fighter, tho' now a man of peace. 

Sal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and of 
peace, if I ſee a {word out, my finger itches to make 
one; tho' we are juſtices, and doctors, and churchmen, 


Mr. Page, we have ſome ſalt of our youth i in us; we 


are the ſons of women, Mr. Page. 

Page. Tis true, Mr. Shallow. . 

Spal. It will be found ſo, Mr. Page. Mr. Doctor 
Caius, I am come to fetch you home; I am ſworn of 
the peace ; you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe phyſician, 
and Sir Hugh hath ſhown himſelf a wiſe and patient 
church- man: you mult go with me, Mr. Doctor. 
Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt-juſtice ; a word, Monſieur mock- 
water. 
Caius, Mock-vater ? vat is dat? 
Thy Mock-water, in our Engliſb tongue, is valour, 
bull 
Calas By gar, then I have as much mock- vater as 
de Engliſt mar, ſcurvy. jack- dog prieſt; by gar, me vill 
cut his ears. 

Het. He will clapper-claw thee rightly, bully. 

Caius, Clapper-de-claw? vat is dat? 

Hot. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius, By gar, me do look, he ſhall clapper-de-claw 
me ; for by gar, me vill have 1 it. 

Hoff. 
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Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 
Cains. Me tank you for dat. 5 
Ho. And moreover, bully : but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 

Mr. Page, and eek Cavalicro Slender, go you through 

the town to Frogmore, 

Page. Sir Hugh 1s there, 1s he ? 5 
Hit. He is there; ſee, what humour he is in; and 
I will bring the Doctor about the fields: will it do 
well ? ” | 

Sal. We will do it. 5 

All. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor. 

[eExe. Page, Shallow and Slender. 

Caius, By gar, me vill kill de prieſt; for he ſpeak 
for a jack-an- ape to Anne Page. 

Het. Let him die; but, firſt, ſheath thy impatience: 
throw cold water on thy choler ; go about the fields 
with me through Frogmore; I will bring thee where 
miſtreſs Aune Page is, at a farm-houſe a teaſting ; and 
thou ſhalt woo her, (12) Try'd game; ſaid I well? 

_ Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat: by gar, I love 
you; and I ſhall procure a you de good gueſt; de Earl, 
de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my patients, 

Hot. For the which I will be thy adverſary toward. 
Anne Page: ſaid I well? - | : 

Caius. By gar, 'tis good; vell faid. 

Hot. Let us wag then. e 

Caius. Come at my heels, Fack Rugby. [ Exeunt.. 


4 agar to 


(12) And :bou ſhalt woo ber, Cride-Game,] Thus the old 

PFolio's: The Quarto's with a little Difference, And tbou 

& foalt wear her cry'd Game, Said I well? Neither of the Read- 

ings furniſh any Idea; nor can be genuine. Try'd Game, as 

I have reſtor'd it, may well ſignify, Thou old Cock of the 
Game; thou experienc'd Sinner: and might be reaſonably 
apply d to Caius, who was an old Batchelor, and had Dame 
Ruickly for his Houſekeeper, 


as 1 fat in Pabilon; 


A e III. 
SCENE, F rogmore near Windſor; 
Eis Evans and Simple. 


Evans. 


pray) you now, good maſter Slender's ſervingman, and 


friend Simple by your name, which way have you 
look d for maſter Caius, that calls himſelf Docter of 
Phyfica ? 
Simp. Marry, Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park- wward, 
every way, old Windſor way, and every way but the 


town way. 


Eva. I moſt ſchemently deſire you, you will alſo 


Took that way. 


Simp. I will, Sir. 6 
Era. Pleſs my ſoul, how full of chollann I am, 1 


er of min! ES ſhall be glad, if he WOE Ry | | - 


me; how melanchollies I am! I will knog his urinals 

«bow his knave's.coftard, when I have good opportom- 
es for the orke: *Pleſs my foul! _ 

| [ Sings, being afraid. 

Ny fhallew rivers, to whoſe falls 

Meladiou, birds ſing madrigalls; _ 

There will we make our peds of roſes 3 ' 

Aud a thouſand vragrant poſies. 


By ſrallow——'Mercy on me! I have a great iſpol. 
tions to Cry. " Meledicus birds fing madrigalls 


and a thoaſand vragrant Pot Jes. 
—— By ſpall:w, &C. 
Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir- Hugh. 
Ewa. He's welcome. By fhailow rivers, to abe 


Fall. 


Heav'n proſper the right! what weapons is he? 


Limp. 


hen 
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Sip. No weapons, Sir; there comes my maſter, Mr. 
Shallow, and another gentleman from Frogmore, over the 
ſtile, this way. 

Ewa. Pray you, give me my gown, or elſe keep it in 
your. arms. 


Enter Page, Shallow and Shades; 


Spal. How now, maſter Parſon ? good morrow, good 
Sir Hzgh. Keep a gamsſter from the dice, and a good 
ſtudent from his book, and it is wonderful. 
1 Sen. Ah, ſweet Anne Page ! 
1 Pag. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 


i | Eva, Pleſs you from his mercy-ſake, all of you: 
11 $hal. What? the ſword and the word! do you ſtudy 
7 them both, Mr. Parſon? 

=_ Page. And youthful ftill, in your doublet and. hoſe, 
= this raw-rheumatick day ? . 


Eva. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 


Paga We are come to you, to do a good office, Mr. 
Parſon. 


Eva. Ferry well: what is it! * 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who, be- 
like, having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt 
odds with his own gravity and patience, that ever you 


ſaw. 
. Shal. IJ have liv'd fourſcore years, and at I 
i never heard a man of his place, gravity and earning, {0: 
i: wide of his own reſpect. 
's Eva. What is he? 


Page. I think, you know vie: Mr. DoQor Caius, 
the renowned French phyſician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion of my heart! I had 

as lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen ; and he is a knave beſides; a.cowardly knave as 
you will deſire to be acquainted withal. 

- Page. 1 warrant you, he's the man ſhoald f ght with 
um, 
Slen, O, ſweet Anne Page 
M 4 Enter 
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Entcy Hoft, Caius, end Rugby. 


Shal. It appears ſo, by bis weapons: keep them aſun- 
der: here comes Doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, gocd Mr. Parſon, keep in your weapon. 

Sal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. 

o. Diſarm- them, and let them queſtion ; let them 
keep their limbs whole, and hack our Exgliſb. 

Caius. I pray you, let-a me ſpeak a word with your 
ear: wherefore vill you not meet-a me? 

Eva. Pray you, uſe your patience in good time. 

Caius. By gar, You are de coward, de Fack dog, 
Techn ape. 

Ea. Pray you, let us not be laughing. ſtocks to other 
mens humours : I deſire you in'friendſhip, and will one 
way or other make you amends ; I will knog your urinal 
about your knave's Cogs- comb, for —_ your meetings 5 
and W 

Caius. Diable Fack Rughy, mine Heß de Fartere, 
have 1 not ſlay for him, to kill Nn have I not, at 
de place I did appoint? _ 2 

Ewa. As I am a chriſtian's ſoul, now lack ou, this 
is the place appointed; i 1 be judgment by mine- Hoſt 


of the Garter. 


Hit. Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Welch, 
ſoul-curer and body- curer. 
Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent. 
Ho. Peace, I ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Garter. 
FR l politick? am I ſubtle? am I a Machiave/? ſhall 
J loſe my Doctor? no; he gives me the potions and the 
motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon? my Prieſt ? my Sir 
Hugh? no; he gives me the proverbs and the no verbs. 
Give me thy hand, terreſtrial ; ſo: Give me thy hand, 
celeſtial ; ſo. Boys of art, I have deceiv'd you both : 
I have directed you to wrong places: your hearts are 
mighty, your ſkins are whole, and let burn'd ſack be the 
iſſue. Come, lay their ſwords to pawn. Follow me, 
lad of peace, follow, follow, follow. Fo 


Sal. Truſt me, a mad Hott, Follow, gentlemen, 
follow, 


8 « «PI. * "4 — — — — eel 


Sen. 
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Sen, O, ſweet Anne Page ! 

[Exeunt Shal. Slen. Page and Hoſt. 
| Caius, Ha! do I perceive dat? have you make a-de- 
fot of us, ha, ha? 

Eva. This is well, he has made us his vlouting- 
ſtog. I deſire you, that we may be friends; and ler 
us knog our prains together to be revenge on this 
ſame ſcald- * -cogging companion, the Hoſt of the 


Garter. 
Caius. By gar, with all my heart; he promiſe to 


bring me where is Anne Page; by gar, he deceive me 
too. 

Eva. Well, I will ſmite his noddles; pray you, fol- 
low. Ewu. 


S8 CEN E. The Street; < Windfor, 
Enter Miſtreſs Page, and Robin. 


A, keep your way, little oallant; von 

were wont to be a follower, but now 
you are 2 leader. Whether had you rather lead mine 
eyes, or eye your maſter's heels ? 

Rob. IJ had rather, forſooth, go before you like a 
man, than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O, you are a flattering boy; now, I lee, 
you'll be a. Courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, miſtreſs Page; whither go you | ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, Sir, to ſee your wife; is ſhe at 
home? 

Ford. Ay; and 25 idle as the may hang together, for 
want of company ; I think, if your huſbands Were dead, 
you two would marry, _ 

Mrs. Page. Be ſure of that, two other huſbands. 
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cock? 
Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 

is my huſband had him of: what do you call your 

Knight's name, firrah ? 1 5 

e de | |. ode... 


: Mrs, Page. 
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Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 


Ford. Sir John Falſtaff ? 
Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; there 


is ſuch a league between my good man and he. 15 your 


wife at home, indeed? 

Ford. Indeed, ſhe is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, Sir; I am ſick, till J ſee 
Her...” --- * [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes ? hath 
he any thinking? ſure, they ſleep: he hath no uſe of 


them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty mile, 


as eaſy as a cannon will ſhoot point. blank twelve-ſcore ; 
he pieces out his wife's inclination ; he gives her folly 


motion and advantage; and now ſhe's going to my wife, 


and Fulftaff's boy with her. A man may hear this ſhower 
ling in the wind: and Falſtaff's boy with her! good 
Plots; they are laid, and our revolted wives fhare dam- 
nation together. Well, Iwill take him, then torture my 


wife; pluck the borrow'd veil of modeſty from the ſo 


ſeeming miſtreſs Page, divulge Page himſelf for a ſecure 


and wilful Aeon, and to theſe violent proceedings all 


my neighbours ſhall cry aim. The clock gives me my 


cue, and my aſſurance bids me ſearch; there I ſhall find 
Falfaf: 1 ſhall be rather praiſed for this, than mocked; 


for it is as poſitive as the earth is firm, that Fa/laff is 
there: I will go. 


To him Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hof, Evans, 


2nd Caius. 


ll. Page, Oc. Well met, Mr Ford. 


Ford. IT. ruft me, a good knot: I have good chotr at 


home, and I pray you, all go with me. 
Spal. J muſt excuſe mylelf, Mr. Ford. 
Slen. And ſo muſt I, Sir; we have appointed to > Gins 


with Mrs. Anne, and I would not break with her for more 


mony than 1'll ſpeak of. 
Shal. We have linger'd about a match between Aune 


Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we e ſhall have 
our anſwer. 


SH. 
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len. T hope, I have your good will, father Page. 
Page. You have, Mr. Slender; I ftand wnolly for you; 
but my wife, maſter Doctor is for you, altogether. 
Caius. Ay, by gar, and de maid 1s:love-a-me : my 
nurſh a 2vickly tell me ſo muſh. D | 
"2 Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton? he ca- 
2 pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes 
F verſes, he ſpeaks holy-day, he ſmells April and May; 


| © 4 he will carry't, he will carry't > tis in his buttons, he 

' IE will carry't. „ „ — 

= Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you: the Gen- 
| tleman is of no Having, he kept company with the wild 


Prince and Poinz: he is of too high a region, he knows 
too much; no, he ſhall not knit a knot in his fortunes : 
with the finger of my ſubſtance. If he take her, let him 
take her imply ; the wealth I have waits on my conſent, . 
and my conſent goes not that way. | : 

Ford. I beſeeeh you, heartily, ſome of you go home 
with me to dinner; beſides your cheer you ſhall have 
port; I will ſhew you a monſter. Mr. Doctor, you 
| | ſhall go; ſo ſhall you, Mr. Page; and you, Sir Hugh. 
£4 __ $Shal. Well, fare you well; we ſhall have the freer - 

wooing at Mr. Pages. VV — = 

_ Caius, Ge home, John Rugby, I come anon. 
* Het. Farewel, my hearts; Iwill to my honeſt Knight 
Fial ſiaff, and drink Canary with him. 
Ford. I think, I ſhall drink in Pipe-wine firſt with 
him: I'll make him dance. Will you go, gentles* _ 

All. Have with you, toſee this moniter. . [ Zxeurt. . 


SCENE changes ta Ford's Houſe. . 


Enter Irs. F ord, Mrs. Page, and Servants auitha basket.. 
Mrs. Ford. NIV HAT, Jon! what, Robert“ 
Wo Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: is 
the buck- basket ER ts 12 1 : 
Mrs: Ford: I warrant. —— What, Rodin, I ſay. . 
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 5 


Mrs. Ford. Here, ſet it down... 


Mrs. Page. 
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Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge, we muſt be 
brief. 


Mrs. Ford. Marry, as 1 told you before, John and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-houſe, and | 


when I ſuddenly call on you, come forth, and without any 


pauſe or ſtaggering take this basket on your ſhoulders; f 


that done, trudge with it in all haſte, and carry it among 


the whitſters in Datchet- Mead, and there empty it in The ; 


muddy ditch cloſe by the 7 hames fide. 
Mrs. Page. You will do it? 


Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over; ey lack 1 


no direction. Be gone, and come when you are call d. 
Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 


E nter Robin. 


Mrs. Ford. How now, my Eyas- musket, what news | 


with you ? 

Rob. My maſter Sir Fohn is come in at your back. 
door, miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a- lent, have you been 
true to us? 

Rob. Ay, I'II be ſworn; my maſter knows not of 
your being here, and hath threaten'd to put me into 
everlaſting liberty, if I tell You of it; for he ſwears, 
he'll turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good boy; this ſecrecy of thine 


mall be a tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee a new | 


doublet and hoſe. T'll go hide me. 
Mrs. Ford. Do ſo; go tell thy maſter, Tam 3 
miſtreſs Page, remember you your cue. [Exit Robin. 


Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiſs 
me. [Exit Mrs. Page. 
Mrs. Ford. Go to en we'll uſe this unwholſome 
Humidity, this groſs watry pumpion —— we 1 teach 


him to know turtles from jays. 
Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel? why, 


how let me die; for | have liv'd long enough: this is 
the period of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! 


Mrs, Ford, | 


TH 00 wo yy is has 
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Mrs. Ford. O ſweet Sir John ! | 


Fal. Mrs. Ford, 1 cannot cog; I cannot prate, miſ- 
treſs Ford: now ſhall I fin in my wiſh. I would, thy 


husband were dead; I'll ſpeak it before the beſt lord, 1 
would make thee my lady. e 


Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John? alas, I ſhould be 


a pitiful lady. 


Fal. Let the Court of France ſhew me ſuch another; 


I I ſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond : thou 
Z haſt the right arched bent of the brow, that becomes 
the ſhip-tire, the tire - valiant, or any Venetian attire. 


Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir John: my brows 


become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 


Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo ; thou would'ſt make 


f an abſolute Courtier; and the firm fixure of thy foot 


would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 
circled farthingale. I ſee what thou wert; if fortune thy 
foe were not, nature is thy friend : come, thou canit 
not hide i. 3% ũF mr N 
Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 
Fal. What made me love thee? let that perſuade thee, 


there's ſomething extraordinary in thee. Come, I can- 


not cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a- many 
of theſe liſping haw-thorn buds, that come like women 
in men's apparel, and ſmell like Back/ers-Bury in ſimp- 
ling time: I cannot: but I love thee, none but thee ; 


and thou deſerveſt it. | | 


Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; I fear, you love 

miſtreſs Page. | . — 

Fal. Thou might'ſt as well ſay, I love to walk by the 

Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the reek of a 

lme-kiln. _ OE Es Es 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heav'n knows how I love you, and 

you ſhall one day find it. ns 

Fal. Keep in that mind; I'll deſerve it. : 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I muſt tell you, fo you do; or elſe 

I could not be in that mind. 5 . 
Rob. [within.) Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs Ford, here's 

miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, and 

looking wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you pre- 


ently. Tal. 
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Fal. She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me behind 


the. arras. 
Mrs. Ford. Pray. you, do ſo; ſhe's a very tattling 


woman. [Falſtaff bides himſelf. 
ner miſtreſs Pa ge. 
What s the matter? how now? 


Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford, what have you done? 


you're ſham'd, 'F 'are. overthrown, you are undone for 
ever. 


Mrs. Era. What s the matter, good. miſtreſs Page ? 


Mrs. Page. O well-a:day, miſtreſs Ford, having an | 


honeſt Sis to your husband, to give him ſuch cauſe of 
ſuſpicion ! 
Mrs. Ford. What cauſe of ſuſpicion > 


Mrs. Page. What cauſe of ſuſpi picion ? out upon you | 


how am I miſtook in you? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what's the matter? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in V indſor, to ſearch for a gentle- 
man, that, he ſays, is here now in. the houſe, by your 


conſent, to take an ill adyantage of his ablence. You 


are undone. 
Mrs. Ford. Speak louder—{ Had. ] Tis not fo, I hope. 


Mrs. Page. Pray heav'n it be not ſo, that you have 


ſuch a man here; but 'tis moſt certain, your husband's 
_ coming with half Windſor at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch 


a one. I come. before to tell you: if you know your 


felf clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you have a friend. 


here, convey, convey him out. Be. not amaz'd, call all 


your Senſes to you, defend your reputation, or bid fare, 
wel to your good life for ever. 


Mrs. Ford, What ſhall I do? thave is a gentleman... 


my dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame, ſo 


much as his peril. 1 had rather than a thouſand pound, 


he were out of the houſe. 
Mrs. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand you had rather, 


and you had rather ; your husband's here at hand; be- 


think you of ſome conveyance, in the houſe you cannot, 
nide him, Oh, how haye you deceiv'd me ? look, 


he re. 


> 
2 
v3 
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letters, Knight? 


look, how y 


here is a basket, if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he 
may creep in here, and throw foul linnen upon him, 
as if it were going, to bucking : or it is whiting time, 
ſend him by your two men to Datchet-mead. 


ea Re-enter Falſtaff. 
Ful. Let. me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me ſee't; III 


in, I'll in; follow your friend's counſel ; I'll in. 


Mrs. Page. What! Sir Fohn Fa/ſaf ?. are theſe your 
Ful. I love thee, help me away; let me creep, in here. 
Ee eee w 
He goes into the basket,' they cover him with foul linnen. 
Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy : call 


| your men, . miſtreſs Ford, You diſſembling Knight! 
Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, Fohn, go take up 
| theſe cloaths here, quickly. Where's the cowl ſtaff? 
udrumble: carry them to the landreſs in 
 Datchet-mead ;. quickly, come,, e 


OS Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. 2 
Ford. Pray you, come near; if I ſuſpe& without 


cauſe, why then make ſport at me; then let me be your 


jeſt, I deſerveit. How now? whither bear you this? 
_ Serv. To the landreſs, forſooth, 
Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do -whither 
they bear it? You were beſt meddle with buck-waſh- 
ing: 


buck, and of the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear. [ Eæcune 
Servants with the bazket.) Gentlemen, I have dream'd 
to night, I'll tell you my dream: here, here, here be 


my keys; aſcend my chambers, ſearch, ſeek; find cut. 
Tl warrant, we'll unkennel the fox. Let me ſtop this 


way firſt, So, now uncape. e 
Page. Good maſter Ferd, be contented: you wrong 
your ſelf too much. 3 
| Fera 
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Mrs. Ford. He's too big, to go in there: what ſhall 1 
at I. ahh * 


Ford. Buck ? I would, I could, waſh my ſelf of the 
buck : buck, buck, buck'? ay, buck: I warrant you, 
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Ford. True, maſter Page. Up, gentlemen, you ſhall 
ſee ſport anon; follow me, gentlemen. 

E xx a. This is ferry fantaſtical humours and Jealou- 

fies. 

Caius. By gar, 'tis no the faſhion of France; it is 
not jealous in France 
Page. Nay, fol low him, gentlemen, ſee the iſſue of 
| his ſearch. 5 [Exeunt. 


Manent Mi ;Brefe Page and M; ;fareſs F ord. 
Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 


Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, that 


my husband is deceiv'd, or Sir Jun. 
Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
husband ask d who was in the basket! 

Mrs. Ford. J am half afraid he will have need of waſh- 
ing; ſo throwing him into the water will do him a be⸗ 
„ 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt raſcal ; I would, all 
of the ſame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 


Mrs. Ford. I think, my husband hath ſome ſpecial || 
ſuſpicion of Falſtaſf's being here! I never ſaw him . 


groſs in his jealouſie till now. 5 
Mrs, Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we will 


yet have more tricks with Falfaf: his diſſolute diſeaſe | 


will ſcarce obey this medicine. 
Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, miſ- 
treſs Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing into the 
water, and give him another hope, to betray him to ano- 
ther puniſhment ? ? 

Mrs. Page. We'll doit; let him be ſent for to- mor- 
row by eight a clock, to have amends. 


-* Re-enter Ford, Page, c. 


Ford. I cannot find him; may be; the Knave brag'd 
of that he could not compaſs. 
Mrs. Page. Heard you that? 


Mrs. Ford. I, I; peace: ;—You ufe me well, maſter. 


Ford, do you? 
Ford. Ay, ay, I do fo. 


Mrs. Ford. 
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Mrs. Ford, Heav'n make you better than your 
thoughts! 

Ford. Amen. 

= „Mrs. Page. Vou do your fel mighty wrong, Mr. 
bo "Fond Ay, ay; 1 muſt bear it. 


1 0 2 ; 
* Mets 


forgive my ſins at the day of judgment 
Caius. By gar, nor I too; there is no bodies. 


a ſpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination? I would 


Windſor Caſtle. 
Ford. Tis my fault, Mr. Page: I ſuffer for it. 
Eva. Vou ſuffer for a. pad conſcience; your wife is 


land, and five hundred too. 
Caine, By gar, I ſee, 'tis an honeſt woman. 


me: pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen; but truſt me, we'll 
mock him. I do invite you to morrow morning to 
my houle to breakfaſt ; after, we'll a birding together ; ; 
I have a fine hawk for the buſh. Shall 1 it be lo? 

Ford. Any thing. 


Ewa. If there is one, I ſhall make two in che com- 
pany. 

48 If there be one or two, I ſhall make. a de 
tur 
Ea. In your teeth, for ſhame. 

Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page. 
Esa. I pray you now, remembrance to morrow on 
| the louſie knave, mine Hoſt. | 

"Cains. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 

Eva. A louſie knave, to have his gibes, and his 
mockeries. [ Excunt. 


SCENE 


Esa. If there be any pody in the houſe, and in the 
- chambers, and in the coffers, and in the preſſes, heav'n 
Page. Tie, fie, Mr. Ford, are you not aſham'd ? what 


not ha' your diſtemper in this kind, for the wealth of 


as honeſt a o'mans, as I will deſires __ hve thou- 5 


Ford. Well, I promis'd you a dinner; come, come, 
walk in the park. I pray you, pardon me; I will 
hereafter make known to you, why I have done this. 
Come, wife; come, miſtreſs Page; I pray you pardon. bs 
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SCENE changes to Page's Houſe, 
Enter Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Fent. I See, I cannot get thy father's love ; 
1 1 Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet 


Aune. Alas! how then? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thy ſelf. 
He Goth object, I am too great of birth; 


And. that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 1 


I ſeek to heal it only by his wealth. 

| Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties : 

And tells me, tis a thing impoſſible 

I ſhould love thee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. „ 
Fent. No, heav'n ſo ſpeed me in my time to come 
Albeit, I will confeſs, thy father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than ftamps in gold; or ſums in ſealed bags; 

And 'tis the very riches of thy ſelf 
That now I aim at, 5 8 

Ane, Gentle Mr. Fenton 
Yet ſeek my father's love; ſill ſeek it, Sir; 

If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit (13) _ 

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 
LE, [Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne go apart 


(13) If opportunity and bumble Suit] Dr. Thirlby imagines, 
that our Author with more Propriety wrote; 5 : 
od If Importunity and bumbleſt Suit 5 

I have not ventur'd to diſturb the Text, becauſe, tho an 
equal Exactneſs be not maintain'd in the Expreſſion, it may 
mean, If the frequent Opportunities you find of ſolliciting . 
« my Father, and your Obſequiouſneſs to him, cannot get 
% him over to your Party, Cc. 


Enter” 


| CP 
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Enter Shallow, Slender, aud Miſtres Quickly. 
Sgal. Break their talk, miſtreſs Duickly ; my kinſman 

ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. 

Slen. I'll make a ſhaft or a bolt on't : 'slid, * tis but 

venturin : 

Shal. Be not Gly 'd, | 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhall 5 diſmay me: I care not for that, 
but that J am affeard. 

Quic. Hark ye, Mr Slender would ſpeak a word with 

you. 

" Anne. T come to him. This is my father's choice. 

O, what a world of vile fl. favour'd faults 

Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year! 


Buic, And how does good maſter Fenton ? pray you, ; 


a word with you. 
_ $hal. She's coming 3 to her, coz. 0 boy, thou hadſt 
a father 
S'̃en. I had a father, Mrs. Kine; my uncle can tell 
you good jeſts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. Anre 


the jeſt, how my facher Role two geele « out ot a pen, 89 


uncle. 

Sbal. Miſtreſs . my couſin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman in 
Glouceſterſhire. 

Spal. He will maintain you like a n 


Glen, Ay, that I will, come cut and long- tail, under 


the degree of a Squire. 
Spal. He will make you a hundred and bfty pounds 
jointure. 


Anne. Good 8 Shallow, let him v woo for himſelf: 


Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 


that. Good comfort; ſhe calls you, coz: Plt leave 
you. 
Anne. Now maſter Slender. e > 


Sen. Now, good miſtreſs Anne. 
Anne. What is your will? ? 
Sen. My Will? od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt, 


indeed, I ne'er made my Will yet, I thank heav'n; I 


am not ſuch a ackly creature, I Sie heav'n praiſe. 
Ame. 
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thing with you; your father and my uncle have made | 


_ dole! they can tell you how things go, better than I can; | 
8 may. ask your father ; ; here he comes. 


| You wrong me, Sir, thus till to haunt my houſe; 
I told you, Sir, my daughter is diſpos'd of. 


child. 


Come, maſter Shallow ; come, ſon Slender, in, 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, maſter Fenton. 


In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do; 
_ Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes and manners, 


| band. 


will not be your fend nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
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Aune. I mean, Mr. Slender, what would you vin, 


me? -- 
Slen. Truly, for my own part, L would little or no. 


motions ; if it be my luck, ſo; if not, happy man be his 


Enter Page, and Mifireſs Page. 


8 Now, maſter Slend.r; love him, daughter 3 
Anne, © 
Why, how now ! ? what does maſter Fenton here? 


Fent. Nay, maſter Page, be not impatient. 
Mrs. Page, Good maiter Fenton, come not to my 


Pege. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good maſter F enton. > 


.!Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Quic. Speak to miſtreſs Page, 

Tent. Good miſtreſs Page, for that love your 
daughter 


J muſt advance the colours of my love, 

And not retire. Let me have your good will. 
Aune. Good mother, do not marry me to yon fool. 
Mrs. Page. [ mean it not, I ſeek you a better huſ- 


Quic. That's my maſter, maſter DoQor. | 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be ſet quick i th earth, 
And bowl'd to death with turnips. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not Four ſelf; good maſter 


Fenton, 


And 


WY 7 he Merry Wives of Windfor, 261 


: [ And as I find her, ſo am I affected. 
k F: Will then, farewel, Sir; ſhe muſt needs go in, 

2 father will be angry. [ Exe. Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent. Farewel, gentle miſtreſs; farewel, „„ 
Quic. This is my doing now. Nay, ſaid I, will 

vou u caſt away your child on a fool, and a phyſician 2 
q Per on maſter Fenton: this is my doing. 
Fent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to night 
1 ive my ſweet Nan this ring : there's for thy Ps 
Y Exil. 
7 2c. Now heav'n ſend thee good fortune ! A kind 
4 hear he hath, a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ger for ſuch akind heart. But yet, I would my maſter 
5 Nad miſtreſs Anne, or I would Mr. Slender had her; or, 
In ſooth, I. would Mr. Fenton had her. I will do what I 
gan for them all three, for ſo I have promis'd ; and III 
e as good as my word, but ſpeciouſſy for Mr. Fenton. 
q Well, I muſt of another errand to Sir 7% Falſtaff from 
2 y two miſtreſſes: what a beaſt am I to flack 1 it! [Exi it. 


$0 ENE changes to the Garter-Inn. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Ardolph, I ſay. 
. Bard. Here, Sir. 

Bl Fal. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, put 2 toaſt int, 
IE. Bard. ] Have I liv'd to be carry din a basket, like 

4 barrow of butcher's offal, and to be thrown into the 
"Thames? well, if I be ſerv'd ſuch another trick, I'll 
| have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and give themto 
a dog for a new-years gift. The rogues Nlighted me 
11 to the river with as little remorſe (14) as they would 
3 dave drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i'th'litter; 


# ( 14) As they would bave drown'd a blind biteh's puppies, I 
ave ventur'd to tranſpoſe the Adjective here, againſt the 
uthority of the printed -Copies. 1 know, in Horſes, a Colt 
om a blind Stallion loſes much of the Value it- might other- 
iſe have; but are puppies ever drown'd the ſooner, for coming 
om a blind Bitch ? The Author certainly wrote, as they would 
ave drows d @ Bitch's blind Puppier, 


and 


8 ; 
W re 


and you may know, by my fize, that I have a kind of 


of mummy. 


then judge of my merit, 
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alacrity in ſinking: if the bottom were as deep as hell, ! 


| ſhould down. I had been drown'd, but that the ſhore 
Was ſhelvy and ſhallow ; a death that I abhor ; for the 


water ſwells a man: and what a thing ſhould I have been, 
when TI had been ſwell'd? I ſhould have been a mountain 


Erter Bardolph. : 


Now, is the Sack brew'd ? 


Hard. Here's Mrs. 2zickly, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in fome ſack to the Thame: 
water; for my belly's as cold as if I had ſwallow'd ſnow- 


balls, for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 


Bard. Come in, woman. | 
| Enter Mrs. Quickly. e 
Quic. By your leave: I cry you mercy. Give your 


worſhip good morrow. | 


Fal. Take away theſe challices: go brew me a pottle 


of ſack finely. - 


Bard. With eggs, Sir ? . 4 ; 
Fal. Simple of it ſelf: I'll no pullet-ſperm in my 


| brewage, How now? 


Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhip from 
miſtreſs Ford, : „ 
Tal. Miſtreſs Ford? I have had Ford enough; I was 
thrown into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford. 
Quic. Alas the dey ! good heart, that was not her 


fault : ſhe does ſo take on with her men ; they miſtook 
their erection. - I „ 
Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's 


promule. 5 
Quic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would 
yern your heart to ſee it. Her huſband goes this morn- 


ing a birding ; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her 
between eight and nine. I muſt carry her word quickly; 


ſhe'll make you amends, I warrant you. 


Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo, and bid her 


think, what a man is: let her. conſider his frailty, and 


Ree 
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Duic. J will tell her, 

| Pal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, {ay'ſt thou? 

Quic. Eight and nine, Sir. | 

he f # Fal. Well, be gone; J will not miſs 1. 

n, Quic. Peace be with you, Sir. [ Exit. 

in! 135 I maryel, I hear not of maſter Brook; he ſent 
me word to ſtay within: 1 like his mony well. Oh, 

© here he comes. 


Enter F ord. 


Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. 

Fal. Now, maſter Þroo#, you come to know what 
> hath paſs'd between me and Ford's wife. 

* Ford. That indeed, Sir John, is my buſineſs. 


a 2 
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* > houſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 

= Ford. And you ſped, Sir? 

Fal. Very ill. favour'dly, maſter Brook; 

Ford. How, Sir, did fhe change her determination? 

Fal. No, maſter Brook ; bat the peaking cornuto her 
huſband, maſter Brook, dwelling i in a continual larum of 
jealouſie, comes me in the inſtant of our encounter; after 


the prologue of our comedy; and at his heels a rabble of 
his companions, thither provok d and inſtigated by his 
diſtemper, and, forſooth, to ſearch his Houſe for his 
wife s love. 

Ford. What, while you was there 7 

Fol. While I was there, 

Ford. And did he ſearch for you, and could not find 
you? 

Fal. You ſhall hear. As good lock would have it, 


approach, and by her invention, and Ford's wife's diſ- 
traction, they convey'd me into a buck- basket. 
Ford. A buck-basket? 


ſhirts and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings, and greaſie 


pound of villainous ſmell, that ever offended noſtril. 


Fal. Maſter Brook, I will not lie to you; J was at her | 


we had embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, and as it were, ſpoke | 


comes in one miſtreſs Page, gives intelligence of Fords 


Fal. Yea, a buck- basket; ramnm'd me in with ?oul 
napkins ; that, maſter Brook, there was the rankeſt com- 


Ford, 


Jy 3 1 


on their ſhoulders, met the jealous knave their maſter in 


ſhould be a cuckold, held his hand. Well, on went he 
for a ſearch, and away went J for foul cloaths; but mark 


of continual diſſolution and thaw; it was a e to 
Picape ſuffocation. And in the height of this bath, when 
I was more than half ſtew'd in greaſe, like a Dutch diſh, 


think of that, maſter Brook. 


have been into Thame „ ere I will leave her thus. Her 


nine is the hour, maſter Brook. 
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Ford. And how long lay you there? 
Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Brook, what I 128 
ſuffer d to bring this woman to evil for your good. Being 
thus cramm'd in the basket, a couple of Ford's knave; 
his hinds, were call'd forth by their miſtreſs, to carry me 
in the name of foul cloaths to Datchet-lane ; they took me 


the door, who ask'd them once or twice what they had 
in their basket; I quak'd for fear, leſt the lunatick 
knave would have ſearch'd it; but fate, ordaining he 


the ſequel, maſter Brook; I ſuffer d the pangs of three 

egregious deaths : firſt, an intolerable fright, to be de- 
tected by a jealous rotten bell- weather; next to be com- 
paſs'd like a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, 
hilt to point, heel to head; and then to be ſtopt in, like 
a ſtrong diſtillation, with ſtinking cloaths that fretted ; in 
their own greaſe: think of that, a man of my kidney; 
think of that, that am as ſubject to heat as butter; a man 


to be thrown into the Thames, and cool'd glowing hot, in 
that ſurge, like a horſe-ſhoe ; think of that; hiſſing hot; 


Ford. In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am ſorry that for my 
{fake you ſuffer'd all this. My ſuit is then deſperate; 
you'll undertake her no more ? 

Fal. Maſter Bros, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 


husband is this morning gone a birding ; I have receiv'd 
from her another embaſſie of meeting; twixt 8 and 


Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my appointment. 

Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall 

know how I ſpeed; and the concluſion ſhall be crown'd 

with your enjoying her; adieu, you ſhall have her, ma- 

Her By LE maſter Brook, you ſhall cuckold Ford, Lt 
For 
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Ford. Hum ! ha! is this a viſion ? is this a dream ? do 
1fleep? maſter Ford, awake; awake, maſter Ford; 
there's a hole made in your beſt coat, maſter Ford; this 
tis to be married! this'tis to have linnen and buck bas- 


now take the leacher ; he is at my houſe ; he cannot 'ſcape 
me; tis impoſſible, he ſhould ; he cannot creep into a 


1 4 poſſible places; tho' what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be 
what I would not, ſhall not make me tame: if I have 


borns to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, I'l 
be horn-mad. 7, Eik. 


A CT iV. 
1 S C E N E, P age's Houſe. 
x Enter Mrs, Page, Mrs. Quickly, and William. 


5 Mrs. PAGE. 
S he at Mr. Ford's already, think'ſt thou? 
Quic. Sure, he is by this, or will be preſently ? 


ing into the water; Mrs. Ford deſires you to come ſud- 


Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by; ll but bring 
my young man here to ſchool. Look, where his maſter 
y # no ſchool to day? 
13 Enter Evans. 


Eva. No; maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play. 
Quic. Bleſſing of his heart! ö 


Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband ſays my ſon pro- 
gts nothing in the world at his bock; I pray you ask 
him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. | 
Vor. I. Ewa: 


kets ! well, I will proclaim my ſelf what I am? I will 


half. penny purſe, nor into a pepper-box. But, leſt the 
1 devil that guides him ſhould aid him, I will ſearch im- 


but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throw- 


comes ; tis a playing-day, I ſee. How now, Sir Hugh, 
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Ewa. Come hither, William ; ; hold _ your head, 
come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your head; 
anſwer your maſter, be not afriad. 

Eva. William, how many numbers 1 is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. 

Quic. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more, becauſe they ſay, od's nouns. 

Ewa. Peace your b What 1 is Fair, William ? 

Will. Pulcher. 

A Duic, Poulcats ? there are fairer things than proulcats, 
re... 
Eva. You are a very ſimplicity 'oman; I pray you, 

peace. What is Lapis, William? 

Will. A ſtone. 

Ewa. And what is a ſtone, William 9 

Will. A pebble. 


Eva, No, it is Lapis: I pray you, remember i inyour {8 


rain. 
1 Will. Lapis. 
Ewa. That is a good William : what 1 is be, Fillion 
that does lend articles ? 


ill. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, ad be | 5 


thus declin'd, fngulariter nominatiuo, Ac, hæc, hoc. 


Eva. Nominativo, hig, bag, hog ; pray you, mark: Wil 


genitivo, hujus : well what is your accuſative caſe ? 
Will. Accafative, hinc. 


Ewa. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; 


1 hung, hang, bog. 
Quic. Hang hoy is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 
Ea. Lone your prabbles, *oman, What | is the /s 
eative caſe, William? 
Will. O, wocative, O. 
Ewa. Remember, Wilkam, facative is caret. 
Duic. And that's a good root. 
Eva. Oman, forbear. 
wo Page. Peace. n lien 
va, What is your genitius ca al, Vi ? 
Will. Genitive caſe je + ur, 
va. Ay. 


With 
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Will. Genitive, horum, harum, horum. 

Quic. Vengeance of Giney's caſe; fie on her! never 
name her, child, if ſhe be a whore, | 

Eva. For ſhame, 'oman. | 

Quic, vou do ill to teach the child ſuch words: he 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do faſt 


enough of themſelves; . and to call horum; fie upon 
vou! 4 


Eva. Oman, art thou lunacies ; haſt thou no under- 


1 ſtandings for thy caſes, and the numbers of the genders ? 
dhou art as fooliſh chriſtian creatures, as I would deſire. 


Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. ET 
Eva. Shew me now, William, ſome declenſions of 


pour pronouns, 


Will. Forſooth, I have forgot. EW 
Eva. It is, Ii, key cod; if you forget your kies, 


"3X vour 4s, and your cods, you muſt be preeches : go 
your ways and play, go. 5 


Mrs. Page. He is a better ſcholar, than I thought he 
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i Eva. He is a good ſprag memory. Farewel, Mrs, 
a 8 | 


Mrs, Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. Get you home, 


boy. Come, we ſtay too long. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Ford's Houſe. 
Enter Falſtaff | =D Mrs. F ord. 


BY Mis Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my 


ſufferance; I ſee, you are obſequious in your 


W ove, and I profeſs requital to a hair's breadth ; not only, 
niſtreſs Ford, in the fimple office of love, but in all the 
accouſtrement, complement, and cermony of it, But 
are you ſure of your husband now? „ 


Mrs. Ford. He's a birding, ſweet Sir bn. 
Mrs Page. [ wwithin.] What hoa, goffip Ford! what 


Mrs. Ford, Step into the chamber, Sir John. 
[Bait Falſtaff. 
N2 Enten 
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Enter Mrs Page. 


Mrs. Page. How now, ſweet heart, who's at home 
beſides your ſelf ? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 
Mrs. Page. Indeed ? „ 
Mrs. Ford. No, certainly — Speak louder. [ 4/4, 
Mrs. Page. Truly, I am ſo glad you have no body 
A 1 
Mrs. Ford. Why ? ; | 4 
Mrs. Page Why, woman, your husband is in his od“ 
lunes again; he ſo takes on yonder with my husband, 
ſo rails againſt all married mankind, ſo curſes all EN“ þ 7 
daughters, of what complexion ſoever, and ſo buffets | 
himſelf on the forehead, crying, peer-out, peer-out! that 
any madneſs I ever yet beheld ſeem'd but tameneſs, ci. 
vility, and patience, to this diſtemper he is in now; 1 
am glad, the fat knight 1s not here. _- 
Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him? OY Wh” 
Mrs. Page. Of none but him? and ſwears, he was 
carry'd out, the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a ba- 
ket? proteſts to my husband, he is now here? and hat 
drawn him and the reſt of their company from their? 
ſport, to make another experiment of his ſuſpicion ; but 
I am glad, the knight is not here; now he ſhall ſee his 
own foolery. | 
Mrs, Ford. How near is he, miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be here 

anon, = . ki 
Mrs. Ferd. 1 am undone, the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then thou art utterly ſham'd, and 
he's but a dead man. What a woman are you? away 
8 him; away with him; better, ſhame than mur- 
ther. | | 

Mrs. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? how ſhould I 
beſtow him? ſhall I put him into the basket again? 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. No, I'll come no more i'th' basket: may I not 
go out, ere he come? 
Mrs, 


* 
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Mrs. Page. Alas! alas ! three of maſter Ford's bro- 
thers watch the door with piſtols, that none ſhould iſſue 
out, otherwiſe you might ſlip away ere he came: but 
what make you here ? <p 7 
Fal. What ſhall Ido? I'll creep up into the chim- 
1 . Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge their 
birding- pieces; creep into the kill- hole: 

Fal. Where is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there, on my word; neither 
preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vauk, but he hath 
an abſtrat for the remembrance of ſuch places, and 


3 goes to them by his note; there is no hiding you in the 
1 houſe. | 

"| Fal. I'Il go out then. 8 
19 Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance, you 


die, Sir John, unleſs you go out diſguis'd. How might 
we diſguiſe him? _ 7 Li. 

Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, I know not; there is no 
woman's gown big enough for him; otherwiſe, he 
might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchicf, and ſo 


r | -Elcape, 5 : 
t Fal. Good heart, deviſe ſomething ; any extremity, 
$ rather than miſchief. | 


Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brain- 
ford, has a gown above. VF 
Mrs. Page. On my word, it will ſerve him; ſhe's as 
biz as heis, and there's her thrum hat, and her muffler 
too. Run up, Sir Jon. 
Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir John; miſtreſs Page 
and I will look ſome linnen for your head. | 
Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you 
firaight ; put on the gown the while. [Exit Falſtaff. 
Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would meet him in 
_ this ſhape; he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford ; 


he ſwears, ſhe's a witch, forbad her my houſe, and hath 
threatned to beat her. | 


t Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide him to thy husband's cud- 
L gel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! 
= Mrs. Ford. Butis my husband coming ? 


N 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Page. Ay, in good ſadneſs, is he; and talks of 
the basket too, however he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint my men 
to carry the basket again, tomeet him at the door with 
it, as they did laſt time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently ; let's go 
dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. og? op 
Mrs. Ford. I'll firſt direct my men, what they ſhall 
2 wed the basket; go up, I'll bring linnen for him 

„ 5 | EVE 5 

as Page. Hang him, difhoneſt varlet, we cannot | 7 
miſuſe him enough. bs Saga dt 2 =_ 
We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 
We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 
*Tis old but true, Sill Sauine eats all the draugh. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, Sirs, take the basket again on your 
ſhoulders; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid you 
{et it down, obey him: quickly, diſpatch  _ 

[Exeunt Mrs Page and Mrs Ford. 


Enter Serwants auth the baket. 


1 1 Come, come, take up. | : 5 
2 Serv. Pray heav'n, it be not full of the knight 
again. 


1 Serv. L hope not. I had as lief bear ſo much lead. 
Euter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius, and Evans. 


Ford. Ay, but, if it prove true, maſter Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again? ſet down the bas- 
ket, villain ; ſomebody call my wife: youth in a bas- 
ket! oh, you panderly raſcals! there's a knot, a gang, 
a pack, a conſpiracy, againſt me: now ſhall the devil 
be ſham'd. What! wife, I ſay ; come, come, forth, 
behold what honeſt cloaths you ſend forth to bleaching. 
Page. Why, this paſſes, maſter Ford, m— you are 
not to go looſe any longer, you muſt be pinnion d. 
Ewa. Why, this is Iunaticks; this is mad as a mad 


dog, 


Enter 


= 
Oe "305 «+, 
as 


* 
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Enter Ar. Ford, 


| $bal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this is not well, indeed. 
Ford. So ſay I too, Sir. Come hither, miſtreſs Ford; 
miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hũſ- 
band ! I ſuſpe& without cauſe, miſtreſs, do I ? 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my witneſs, you do, if you ſuſ- 
pe& me in any diſhoneſty. 
Ford. Well ſaid, brazen-face; hold it out: come forth, 
Sirrah. [Pulli the cloaths out of the baſlet.. 
Page. This paſles——— „ 5 
Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſham'd ? let the cloaths 
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aloen e, 
Ford. I ſhall find you anon. | | 
Ewa. Tis unreaſonable ; will you take up your wife's 
cloachs? come away. [ 
Ford. Empty the baſket, I ſay. 
Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why —— 
Ford. Maſter Page, as I am. a man, there was one 
convey d out of my houſe yeſterday in this baſket ; why 
may not he be there again? in my houſe I am ſure he 
is; my intelligence is true, my jealouſie is reaſonable z 
luck me out all the linnen. - 0 
. _ Ford. If you find a man there, he ſhall die a flea's 
cath. 
Page. Here's no man. 
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, maſter Ford; 
this wrongs you. | 
Eva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your own heart; this is jealouſies. 
Ford. Well, he's not here I ſeek for. 
Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 
Ford. Help to ſearch my houſe this one time; if I find 


not what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my extremity ; let 


me for ever be your table-ſport; let them ſay of me, as 
Jealous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow wall-nat for his 
wy s leman, Satisfie me once more, once more ſearch 
With me, 7s 


Mrs. 


1 
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Mrs. Ford, What hoa, miſtreſs Page ! come you, and 
the old woman down; my huſband will come into the 
chamber. | = 1 
Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 
Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean; have 
I not forbid her my houſe? ſhe comes of errands, does 
ſhe? we are fimple men, we do not know what's brought 
to paſs under the profeſſion of fortune-telling. She works 
by charms, by ſpells, by th' figure; and ſuch dawbry 
as this 1s beyond our element; we know nothing. Come 
down, you witch ; you hag you, come down, I ſay. - 
| Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſweet hufband ; good gentle- 
men, let him not ftrike the old woman. | 


Enter Falſtaff in avomens cloaths, and Mrs. Page. 


: _ Page. Come, mother Prat, come give me your 
and. 

Ford. III Prat her. Out of my door, you witch! 
[Beats him.] you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you 
runnion! out, out, out; I'll conjure you, I'll fortune- 

tell you. be to COLDS e FW Bat: 
Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd? I think, you have 
kill 'd the poor woman. NO TR is 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it; 'tis a goodly credit 
for you, 1 
Ford. Hang her, witch. 8 = 

Ewa. By yea and no, I think, the oman is a witch 
indeed: I like not when a *oman has a great peard; I 
ſpy a great peard under her muffler. | 5 

Ferd. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beſeech you, 
follow; ſee but the iſſue of my jealouſie; if I cry out 
thus upon no trail, never truſt me when I open again. 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further: come, 
gentlemen, _  [Exeunt, 
Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. | 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, by th' maſs, that he did not ; he beat 
him moſt unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd and hung 
o'er the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice. ; 3 

IS» 
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Mrs. Ford. What think you? may we, with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and the witneſs of a good conſci- 
ence, purſue him with any further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs, is, ſure, ſcar'd 
out of him; if the devil have him not in fee-ſimple, with 
fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the way of 


_ waſte, attempt us again. 


Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our huſbands how we have 
ſerved him? 5 | 
Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to ſcrape 
the figures out of your huſband's brain. If they can find 
in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight ſhall be any 
further afflicted, we two will ſtill be the miniſters. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant, they'll have him publickly 
ſham'd ; and, methinks, there would be no period to th 
Jeſt, ſhould he not be publickly ſnam d. 5 

Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape it: 
I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Garter-Inn. 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 


Bard. QI R, the German deſires to have three of your 
horſes; the Duke himſelf will be to morrow 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 
Hojt. What Duke ſhould that be, comes ſo ſecretly ? 
I hear not of him in the court : let me ſpeak with the 
gentlemen; they ſpeak Englih ? 
Bard. Sir, I'll call them to you. | 
Hei. They ſhall have my horſes, but I'll make them 


pay, I'll ſau ce them. They have had my houſe a week 


at command; I have turn'd away my other gueſts; (15) 
they mult compt off; I'll ſawce them, come. [ Exeunt. 


(15) ——they muſt come off ;] This can never be our Poet's, 
or his Hoſt's Meaning: to come off, is, in other Terms, to go ſcot- 


Free; But theſe Germans had taken up the Hoſt's houſe, and he 


was reſolv'd to make them pay for it. We muſt certainly, there- 
fore, read, they muſt compt off: i. e. they muſt pay off the Ac- 
compt, or, as we now ſay, down with their Pence, Mr.arburten, 


Ns SCENE 


The Merry Mus of Windſor. 
SCENE changes to Ford's Houſe. 


Enter Page, Ford, Mes. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Evans. 
Eva." I'S one of the beſt diſcretions of oman, as 
ever I did look upon. 

F Page. And did he ſend 105 both theſe letters at an in- 

ant? 0 
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. . 1 me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 

wilt; 
1 rather will ſuſpect the ſun with cold, 

Than thee with wantonneſs; thy honour ſtands, 

In him that was of late an heretick, 

As firm as faith. 

Page. "Tis well, tis well; no more. 

Be not as extream in ſubmiſſion, as in offence ; 

But let our plot go forward: let our wives 
Vet once again, to make us publick ſport, 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 

Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 

Fird. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of. 

3 How ? to ſend him word they'll meet him in the 

© at midnight; fie, fie, he'll never come. 

25 You tay, he hath been thrown into the river; 
and has been grievouſly peaten, as an old 'oman ; me- 
thinks, there ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould not 
come ; methinks, his fleſh is puniſh'd, he ſhall have no 
| defires. 

Page. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him, when he 

-" "COMEs 3. -- 

And let us two deviſe to bring him thithe. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 

hunter, 
Sometime a keeper here in Windſor foreſt, 
Doth all the winter-time at ſtill of midnight 
Walk round about an oak, with ragged horns ; 

And there he blaſts the tree, and 22 the cattle; 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a Ras 
N 
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In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. 
Veu've heard of ſuch a ſpirit ; and well you know, 


The ſtuperſtitious idle-headed EIA 


Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age, 
This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne's oak; 
But what of this? | | 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device, (16) 


That Fal/ltaff at that oak ſhall meet with us. 


We'll ſend him word to meet us in the field, 
Diſguiſed like Herne, with huge horns on his head. 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted, but he'll come. 


And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 


What ſhall be done with him? what 1s your plot ? 
Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, and 
„ ns: 3 
Nan Page, (my daughter) and my little ſon, 
And three or four more of their growth, we'll dreſs 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 


And rattles in their hands; upon a ſudden, 


As Falſtaff, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a ſaw-pit ruſ»at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong : upon their ſight, 
We two, in great amazedneſs, will fly; 
Then let them all encircle him about, 


And fairy-like to pinch the unclean knight ; 


(16) Mrs, Ford. Marry, this is our Device, 

That Falſtaff at that Oak ſpall meet with us; 

Page, Well; let it not be doubted, but be'll come. : 

And in this Shape wvben yeu bave brought bim thither, ] Thus 
this Paſſage has been tranſmitted down to us, from the Time 
of the firſt Edition by the Players: But what was this Shape, 
in which Falflaff was to be appointed to meet? For the women 
have not faid one Word to aſoertain it. This makes it more 
than ſuſpicious, the Defect in this Point muſt be owing to ſome 
wiſe Retrenchment, The two intermediate Lines, which I have 


reftor'd from the old RQuarto, are abſolutely neceſſary, and 
clear up the matter. | 


And 
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And aſk him, why, that hour of fairy Revel, 
In their fo ſacred paths he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane? 
Mrs. Ford. And *till he tell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch him round, 
And burn him with their tapers, 
Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 
We'll all Solent our ſelves ; diſ-horn the ſpirit, 
And mak him home to Wind/er. 
Ford. The children muſt 
Be praQtis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er dot. 
Ewa. I will teach the children their behaviours ; and 
I will be like a jack-anapes alſo, to burn the knight with 
my taber. 
Ford. This will be excellent. II go dey them vizards. 
Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the — 
| W attired in a robe of white. 
That ſilk will I go buy, and in that tire 
Shal al Air Slender ſteal my Nan away, . 
And marry her at Eaton. Go, fend to Fa/ftaff ſtraight, 
Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of Brook ; 
he'll tell me all his purpoſe. Sure, he'll come. 
Mrs. Page. Fear not you that ; go get us properties 
aud tricking for our fairies. 
Eva. Let us about it, it is admirable pleaſures, and 
ferry honeſt knaveries. [ Exe. Page, Ford, and "Ons: 
Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. Ford, 
Send Ruickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 
[ Exit Mrs. Ford. 
J'll to the a ; he hath my good will, 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Sender, tho' well landed, is an Idiot; 
And he my huſband beſt of all affects: 
The doctor is well mony'd, and his friends 
Potent at court; he, none but he ſhall have her; 
Tas twenty thouſand worthier came to crave her. 
(Exit * 


SCENE 
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S CEN E changes to the Garter-Inn. 


Enter Hoſt and Simple. 

Df. HAT would'ſt thou have, boor ? what, 
* W thiek-ſKkin? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs; brief, 
ſhort, quick, ſnap. _ ne ER, 
Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John 
Falltaff, from Mr. Slender. 8 l : 
Het. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſtle, his 
- ſtanding-bed and truckle-bed ; 'tis painted about with 
” the ſtory of the Prodigal, freſh and new; go, knock 
and call; he'll ſpeak like an anthropophaginian unto 
thee : knock, I ſay. „ | 

> Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up 
into his chamber; I'll be ſo bold as ſtay, Sir, till ſhe 
come down: I come to ſpeak with her, indeed.  _ 
HI. Ha! a fat woman? the Knight may be robb'd : 
I'll call. Bully- Knight! Bully-Sir 7% ſpeak from 
thy lungs military: art thou there? it is thine Hoſt, 
thine Epheſian calls. 2 

I PFoalſtaff, above. 

Fal. How now, mine Hoſt? 

Hot. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : let her deſcend, bully, let her 
deſcend ; my chambers are honourable. Fie, privacy ? 
fie! . 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. There was, mine Hoſt, an old fat woman even 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. | 1 . 
| Simp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
© Brainjord? In „„ 

J Fal. Ay, marry was it, muſſe]-ſhell, what would you 
with her? Ad = 
- Simp. My maſter, Sir, my maſter Slender ſent to her, 
ſeeing her go thro' the ſtreet, to know, Sir, whether one 
Vm, Sir, that beguil'd him of a chain, had the chain, 
gr no. 5 
| F. al , 
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Fal. I ſpake with the old woman about it. 
Simp. And what fays ſhe, I pray, Sir? 


Fal. Marry, ſhe ſays, that the very ſame man, that 


beguil'd pany 1 Slender of his chain, cozen'd him of it. 

Kas. I would, I could have ſpoken with the woman 
| Herſelf; I had other things to have ſpoken with * too, 
from him. 

Fal. What are they ? let us know.. 

2 Ay, come; quick. 

Simp. J may not conceal them, Sir. 

Fal. Conceal them, or thou dy ſt. 

Sirmp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about miſtreſi 
tune Page; to know, if it n maker's os 
bare her or no. 

Fal. Tis, tis his fortune. 

Simp. What, Sir? 

Fal. To have her, or no: go; . fay, the woman. [told 
me ſo. 

Simp. May I be ſo bold to lay ſo, Sir ? 

Fal. Ay, Sir; like who more bold, 

Simp. 1 thank your worſhip : I ſhall make my mafter 
glad with theſe tidings. [Exit Simple. 

Hot. Thou art clarkly ; thou art clarkly, Sir John: 
was there a wiſe woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoſt; one, that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learn d before in my life; 
and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my 
learning. 


Enter Bardolph. 


Bard. Out, alas, Sir, cozenage] meer cozenage ! 


Hoſt. Where be my hories, your well of them, 


varletto. 
Bard. Run away with the cozeners ; for ſo ſoon as I 


eame beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind 


one of them in a ſlough of mire, and ſet ſpurs, and 
7 away, like three German evi, three Dodtor Fau- 


4 5. 8 

Hofl. They are gone but to meet che Duke ; villain ; 

00 not ſay, they are fled ; Germans are honeſt men: 
Enter 
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Enter Evans. 


vs. Where is mine Hoſt? = 
Ho. What is the matter, Sir? 
Eva. Have a care of your entertainments ; there is a 


friend o'mine come to town, tells me, there is three co- 
© zen-jermans that has cozen'd all the Hoſts of Reading, 
of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horſes and mony. 1 
tell you for good will, look you; you are wiſe, and full 
of gibes and viouting-ſtocks, and tis not convenient you 


mould be cozen'd; fare you well. {Exiz. 


Enter Caiuss 
Caius. Ver' is mine Hoſt de Fartere ? 


. Here, maſter Doctor, in perplexity and doubtful 


2 dilemma, . 


Caius, I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell- a- me, dat 


you make a grand preparation for a Duke de Famany; 
by my trot, der is no Duke, dat the Court is know, to 
come: I tell you for good will; adieu. [Exit. 


Hoſt. Hue and cry, villain, go! aſſiſt me, Knight, 


EZ I am undone; fly, run, hue and cry! Villain, I am 


[Exit. 
Fal. I would, all the world might be cozen'd, for I 


+ _ have been cozened and beaten too. If it ſhould come 
to the ear of the Court, how I have been transformed, 
and how my transformation hath been waſh'd and 
cudgel'd, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by 
drop, and liquor fiſhermens boots with me. I war- 
rant, they would whip me with their fine wits, *rill I 


were as ereſt-faln as a dry'd pear. I never proſper'd 
ſince I forſwore myſelf at Primero. Well, if my wind 
were but long enough to ſay my prayers, I would re- 
pennt... | | | | e 
: Enter Miftreſs Quickly. 
Now, whence come you? | 
Nuic. From the two parties, forſooth. 


Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the other, 


and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd. I have ſuffer d ou 
or 


280 The Merry Wives. of Windſor; 
for their ſakes, more than the villanous inconſtancy of 
man's diſpoſition is able to bear. 
Bic. And have not they ſuffer d? yes, I warrant, 
ſpeciouſly one of them ; miſtreſs Ford, good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you cannot ſee a white ſpot 
hee... | V 
Fal. What tell'ſt thou me of black and blue? I was 
beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rainbow; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brainford; 
but that my admirable dexterity of wit, counterfeiting, 
the (17) action of a wood woman, deliver'd me, the 


knave conſtable had ſet. me i'th' ſtocks, i'th* commen 


| ſtocks, for a witch. * 

wic.. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your chamber; 
you ſhall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to your 
content. Here is a letter will ſay ſomewhat. Good 
hearts, what ado 1s here to bring you together ? ſure, 
one of you does not ſerve: heav'n well, that you are ſo 
A on 8 | 


Fal. Come up info my chamber. [Exeunt. 


Enter Fenton and Hoſt, 


Hoft. Maſter Fenton, talk not to me, my mind is heavy, 
I will give over all. OE ek 5 

Fen. Vet hear me ſpeak; aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 
And, as I am a gentleman, I'II give thee 


(17) Action of an old Woman. ] This Reading is no great 


Compliment to the Sagacity of our former Editors, who could 
content themſelves with Words, without any Regard to the 
Reaſoning, What! was it any Dexterity of Wit in Sir J 
Falftaff, to counterfeit the Action of an Old Woman, in order 
to eſcape being apprehended for a Witch ? Surely, one would 
imagine, This was the readieſt Means to bring him into ſuch a 


Scrape: for none but Old Women have ever been ſuſpected of 


being Witches. The Text muſt certainly be reſtor'd, as I have 


corrected it, a wood Woman; i. e. a crazy, frantick Woman; 


one too Wild, and filly, and unmeaning, to have either the 


Malice, or miſchievous Subtlety of a Witch in her. I have 


already explain'd, and prov'd the uſe of this Term, in one of 
my Notes on The two Gentlemen of Verona. 
| | A 
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A hundred pound in gold more than your loſs, 
Hoſe. I will hear you, maſter Fenton; and I will, at 
the leaſt, keep your counſel. | 1 
F:n. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer' d my affection, 
(So far forth as herſelf might be her chuſer) 
Ev'n to my wiſh. I have a letter from her 
Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof's ſo larded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted, 


Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Falſtaff | 


Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeſt 

I'll ſhew you here at large. Hark, good mine Hoſt ; 
To night at Herne's Oak, juſt *twixt twelve and one, 
Muſt my ſweet Nan preſent the Fairy Queen; 

The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguiſe, 


While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 


Her father hath commanded her to ſlip 


Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton 


Immediately to marry ; ſhe hath conſented. —Noy, Sir, 
Her mother, ever ſtrong againſt that match, _ 
And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 


7 | That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, _ 


While other ſports are taſking of their minds; 

And at the Deanry, where a prieſt attends, 
Straight marry her; To this her mother's Plot 

She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath 

Made promiſe to the Doctor. Now, thus it reſts ; 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white, 

And in that dreſs when Slender ſees his time 

To take her by the hand, and bid her go. 

She ſhall go with him.—Her mother hath intended, 
The better to devote her to the Doctor, 

(For they muſt all be maſk'd and viaarded) 


That, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 


With ribbands-pendent, flaring bout her head ; 


And when the Doctor ſpies his vantage ripe, 


To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 
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Hef. Which means ſhe to deceive? father or mo- 
Fen. Both, my good Hoſt, to go along with me; 
And here it reſts, that you'll procure the Vicar 
To ftay for me at church, twixt twelve and one, 
And in the lawful name of marrying, 5 
To give our hearts united ceremony. TY 
Heß. Well, husband your device; I'll to the Vicar. 
Bring you the maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
Fen. $0 ſhall I evermore be bound to the: 
Beſide, I'll make a preſent recompence. | Exeurt, 
Re. enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Quickly, 
Fal. Pr'ythee, no more pratling ; go, III hold, This 
is the third time; I hope, good luck lyes in odd num- 
bers; away, go; they ſay, there is divinity in odd num- 
bers, either in nativity, chance or death; away. 
Qui. I' provide you a chain, and [Vil do what I can 
to get you a pair of horns. [Exit Mrs. Quickly, | 
Fal. Away, I ſay, time wears: hold up your head 


Enter Ford, 
How now, maſter Brook? maſter Brook, the matter 
will be known to night, or never. Be you in the 
Park about midnight, at Herne's Oak, and you ſhall 
fee wonders. IT 
Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday, Sir, as you told 
me you had appointed? * 
Fal. I went to her, maſter Brook, as you ſee, like a 
poor old man; but I came from her, maſter Brooł, like 
a poor old woman. That ſame knave, Ford her huſband, | 
hath the fineſt mad devil of jealoufie in him, maſter | 
Brook, that ever govern'd frenzy. I will tell you; he 
beat me grievouſly, in the ſhape of a woman; for in the 
ſhape of a man, maſter Bock, I fear not Goliabh with a 
weaver's beam ; becauſe I know alſo, life is a ſhuttle; 
Jam in haſte; go along with me, I'Il tell you all, maſter 
Brook, Since I pluckt geeſe, play'd truant, and whipt 
top, I knew not what twas to be beaten, till _ 
44 OLOW 
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- © Follow me, I'll tell you ſtrange thivgs of this knave 
* Ford, on whom to night I will be reveng'd, and I will 
deliver his wife into your hand. Follow; ſtrange things 
in hand, maſter Brook ! follow — | [Excunt, 

' © en aL @RACEIDUS 

A 8 CE N E, Windſor Park, 

| i Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender, 


| = FAUR 

FAOME, come; we'll couch i'th' caftle-ditch, 'til! 

we ſee the light of our fairies, Remember, ſon 
Slender, my daughter. VVV 
Send. Ay, forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, and we 
have a nay-word how to know one another. I come to 
ber in white, and cry, num; ſhe cries, budget ; and by 
== that we know one another. . 
= Sal. That's good too; but what needs either your 
mum, or her budget ? the white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ſtruck ten o'clock. 5 

Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits will become 
it well; heav'n proſper our er! No man means evil 
but the devil, and we ſhall know him by his horns. Let's 
away; follow me. 5 [Exeunt. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miftreſs Ford and Caius. 


Mrs. Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughter is in green; 
when you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away 
with her to the Deanry, and diſpatch it quickly; go 
before into the Park; we two muſt go together. 
Caius. I know vat I have to do; adieu. ¶[Exit. 
Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. My huſband will 
not rejoice ſo much at the abuſe of Faifeff, as he will 
chafe at the Doctor's marrying my daughter; but *tis 
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parts: be pold, I pray you; follow me into the pit; 


draws on; now, the hot-blooded Gods aſſiſt me! Re- 


take of the Word Herne getting into the Text, might eaſily 
| happen by the Inadvertence of Tranſcribers, who threw their 

Eyes too haſtily on the ſucceeding Line, where the Word again 
irlby likewiſe diſcover'd the Blunder of this 


Ol 
no matter; better, a little chiding, than a great deal of co 
heart- break. „ | | a | 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of fai. fa 
ries, (18) and the Welch devil Evans? —_ s a 
_ Mrs. Page They are all couch'd in a pit hard by pc 
| Here's Oak, with obſcur'd lights; which, at the very tk 

inſtant of Fa/taf*s and our meeting, they will at once ti 

I cect, M4 

Mrs. Ferd. That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 
Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd; 
if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock'd, _ gy 


Mrs. Ferd. We'll betray him finely, _ 
Mrs. Page, Againſt ſuch lewdſters, and their lechery, 
Thoſe, that betray them, do no treachery, 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on; to the Oak, to the 
Oak, teen. 
Enter Evans and Fairies. 1 
Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come, and remember your 


and when I give the watch- ords, do as I pid you; come, 
come; trib, trib. e [Exeunt, 


5 Enter Falſtaff, avith a Buck's Bead on. 1 
Fal. The Vindſer bell hath ſtruck twelve, the minute 


member, Fove, thou waſt a bull for thy Europa; love ſet 
on thy horns. Oh powerful love! that, in ſome reſpects, 
makes a beaſt a man; in ſome other, a man a beaſt: 
You were alſo, Jupiter, a ſwan, for the love of Leda: 


' (18) And the Welch Devil Herne ?] Thus all the Impreſſions 
have blunder'd after each other; but Fa/faff was to repreſent 
Herne, and he was no Welchman, Where was the Attention, or 
Sagacity, of our Editors, not to obſerve that Mrs. Ford is in- 
quiring for Evans by the Name of the Welch Devil? The Miſ- 


occurs, Dr. Tb 
Paſſage, | 


. 


1 
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Oh, omnipotent love ! how near the God drew to the 
complexion of a gooſe? A fault done firſt in the form of 
a beaſt, O Jove, a beaſtly fault; and then another 
fault in the ſemblance of a fowl: — think on't, Jove, 

a foul fault. When Gods have hot backs, what ſhall 
poor men do? for me, I am here a Windſor ſtag, and 
the fatteſt, I think, i'th' foreſt. Send me a cool rut- 
time, Jove, or who can blame me to piſs my tallow ? 
who comes here ? my Doe? N 
E᷑nxter Miſireſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 
Mrs. Ford. Sir Fobn? art thou there, my deer? my 
male-deer? ff. | be £3 
Fal. My doe with the black ſcut? let the ſky rain 
potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green-Sleewes ; 
hail kiſling-comfits, and ſnow eringoes ; let there come 

a tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter me here. 

Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page is come with me, ſweet 
WRC = J.. 5 
Fal. (19) Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch; 
I will keep my fides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the fel- 

low of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your huſbands. 

Am I a woodman, ha? Speak I like Herne the hunter? 

why, now is Cupid a child of conſcience, he makes re- 
ſtitution. As I am a true ſpirit, welcome! 

5 - _—_ [Noiſe within. 

Mrs. Page. Alas! what noiſe ? | AT 
Mrs. Ford. Hèav'n forgive our ſins! 

Fal. What ſhould this be? 

Mrs. Ford. HD 

Mrs. Page. 8 Away, away. 

VNV [The women run out. 
Fal. I think the devil will not have me damn'd, left 
the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on fire; he never 
would elſe croſs me thus | e ee 


Pies, miſtakingly; It muſt be bribe-buck; i, e. a Buck ſent for 


E ntey 


** N * . | — — boy p j . 2 4 nn es . * -_ — * 7 
; 1 20 ; 2 * 4 = _ . = 3 A ö 
2 ” 4 1 * g N . 4 2 3 — 4, 4 * . 2 4 
8 5 2  — - — 2 Ld — LA 2 ＋ r 2 . . A 8 
a ha * . * . EY a 2 *. OW Bees a 26 : - 8 


, F y__ — — _ — - 
— — — — — ret —— 4,0 pe 8 2 — 
> N ; be 2 — * — — 
8258 ĩ TuT ———— — - 
— — Dr ** * 0 


(19) Divide me like a brib'd-Buck,] Thus all the old Co- 
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Enter Sir Hugh itz a Satyr; ; Quickly, and others, ref 
like Fairies, with Tapers. 


Nuic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
| You moon-ſhine revellers, and ſhades of night, 
You Ouphen heirs of fixed deſtiny, (20) 


Th 
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Attend your office, and your quality, . F 
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Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o- yes. = 
Eva. Elves, liſt your names; ſilence, you airy toys, 2 
Cricket, to #ind/or chimneys ſhalt thou leap; 
Where fires thou find'ſt unrak'd, and hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery. | 
Our radiant Queen hates ſluts and ſluttery. 
Fal. They're fairies; he, that ſpeaks to them, ſhall die. 
I'll wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 
Hes down upon his face. 
. — 8 Pede ? g9 you, and where you find a 
---- 
That, ere ſhe ſleep, hath thrice her prayers ſaid, 
Raiſe up the organs of her fantaſie; 
Sleep ſhe as found as careleſs infancy ; 
But thoſe, that ſleep, and think not on their FR 8 
Pinch how. arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, fides and 
| | 
li Quic. About, about; 
f Search Wind/or caſtle, elves, within and out. 
0 Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacged room, 
i That it may ſtand till the perpetual Doom, 
In ſtate as wholſom, as in ſtate tis fit; & 
Worthy the owner, as the owner it, 
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(20) You Orphan bein of ] Why, Orpban beirs® Deftiny, to 
Which they ow'd their Original, and to whom they were heirs, 
was yet in Being ſure: therefore they could not be call d Ore 
phans. Doubtleſs, the Poet wrote: 
You Ouphen heirs of fixed Deſiny. | 
i. e. You Elves, that ſucceed to; and miniſter in, fome of the 
Works of Deſtiny. They are call'd both before and after, is 
this Play, Oupbs ; here, Ouphen ; for en is the Saxon Termina- 
tion of Plural Nouns, Mr, Warburton. 


| The 


3 


92 e 


The Merry Wines of Windſor. 


The ſeveral chairs of Order look you ſcour, 
With juice of balm and ev'ry precious flow'r : 
Each fair Inftalment-Coat and ſev'ral Creſt, 
With loyal blazon evermore we bleſt ! 
And nightly-meadow-fairies, look, you ſing, 
Like to the Garter-compals, in a ring: 
Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile-freſh than all the field to ſee ; 
And, Hony Soit Qui Mal y Penſe write. | 
In emrold- tuffs, flow'rs purple, blue and * 
Like ſaphire, pearl, * rich embroidery, 
Buckled below fair Knight-hood's dar knee; 
Fairies uſe flow'rs for their charactery 
Away, diſperſe : but, till 'tis one - = 
Our dance of cuſtom round about the Oak 
Of Herne, the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in Rand, e in or- 

„„ 

And twenty glow- worms mall our laachoras be, 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 
But itay, I ſmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heav'ns defend me frem that Welch fairy, left he 
transform me to a piece of cheeſe! 
Eva. Vild worm, thou waſt o'er-look'dev'nin thy birth, 
QLuic. With tryal-fire touch me his finger- end; 
If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend, 
And turn him to no pain; but if he ſtart, 
It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 
Eva, A tryal, come. 

[| They burn him wi th their tapers, and pinch lin. 

Come, will chis wood take fire. 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh ! | 

| Ric. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire ; 
About him, fairies, {ing a ſcornful rhime: 
And, as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time. 
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Eva. (21) It 3 15 right, indeed, hei is full of leacheries 
and ; iniquity. | 


(21) Eva, Je it right, indeed 71 This ſhort Speech, which is 


very much in Character for Ar Hugh, I have inferted from the 
old Rearto, 
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The 8 0 N G. 
Fi ie on finful phantafs 70 


Fie on. luſt and luxury! 
Luft is but a bloody fire, 
Kindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart, whoſe flames aſpire, 
As thoughts do blew them, bigher and hi Eber 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; ; 
Pinch him for his xllany: © 
Pinch him, and burn him, 7 4 turn bim about, 
Till candles, and flar-light, and moon. ſhine be out. 


comes one way, and ſteals away a boy in green; Slender 
another away, and he takes away a boy in white ; and 
Fenton comes, and ſteals away Mrs. Anne Page. A 
noiſe of hunting is made within. All the Fairies run 
 ewway. Falſtaff pulls off his Buck's head, and riſes. 
Enter Page, Ford, c. They lay hold on bim. 
| Page. Nay, do not fly; I think, We've watcht you 
now ; 
Will none but Herne the hunter fires your turn ? 
Mrs. Page. I pray you, come; hold up the jeſt no 
her. 


Now, good Sir John, how like you Windſor waves ? 
See you theſe, huſbands ? do not theſe fair Yoaks (2) 


Become the F oreſt better than the Town ? 


Ford. 


; (22) During this Song,] This Direction 1 thought proper to 
inſert from the old Quarto's, as it is neceſſary to explain what 
is in Action on the Scene; and on which a Part of the Cats 

| . of the Fable depends. | 


(23) See you theſe husbands ? Do not theſe fair Oaks 


Become the Foreſt better than the Town ?] What Oaks, in 


the Name of Nonſenſe, do our ſagacious Editors make Mrs. 
Page talk of? The Oaks in the Park? But there was no Inten- 
tion of tranſplanting them into the Town, Talis inſcitiæ 
me quidem pudet, pigetgue. The firſt Folio reads, as the Poet 

8 


(22) During this Song, they pinch him,” Doctor Caius 
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Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now? maſter Brook, 


. Falſtaff 's a knave, a cuckoldly knave, here are his horns, 


maſter Brook; and, maſter Brook, he hath enjoy'd nothing 
of Ford's but his buck-baſket, his cudgel, and twenty 
pounds of mony, which muſt be paid to maſter Brook ; 
his horſes are arreſted for it, maſter Brook, 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we could 


never meet. I will never take you for my love again, 


but I will always count you my deer. 


Fal. I do begin to perceive, that I am made an aſs, 
Ford. Ay, and ar. ox too.: both the proofs are ex- 


tant. * 


Fal. And theſe are not fairies? I was three or four 
times in the thought, they were not fairies ; and yet the 
guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurprize of my powers, 
drove the groſsneſs of the foppery into a receiv'd belief, 

in deſpight of the teeth of all rhime and reaſon, that 
they were fairies. See now, how wit may be made a 
jack-a-lent, when tis upon ill imployment! 1 
Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 
deſires, and fairies will not pinſe you, 


N * Ford. Well ſaid, fairy Hugh. 


Eva. And leave you your jealouſies too, I pray you. 
Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou 
art able to woo her in good Exglih. 
Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd it, that 
it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs o' er- reaching as this? 
am I ridden with a Welch goat too? ſhall J have a cox- 
comb of frize ? *tis time, I were choak'd with a piece 
of toaſted cheeſe. I 95 
Ewa. Seeſe is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all Putter. „ 
Fal. Seeſe and putter? have I liv'd to ſtand in the 
taunt of one, that makes fritters of Engliſb? this is 


intended, Wals: and Mrs. Page's Meaning is this. She ſpeaks 
it to her own, and Mrs, Ford's Huſband, and aſks them, if 

they ſee the Horns in Falſtaf's Hand; and then, alluding to 
them as the Types of Cuckoldom, puts the Queſtion, whether 
thoſe Toaks are not more proper in the Foreſt than in the Town « 


i. e. than in their Families, as a Reproach to them, 


enough 


4 5 
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enough to be the decay of luſt and late-walking, through 


the Realm. 


Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, though 


we would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by the 

head and ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves without 

ſccruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made you 
our deli 1 DR 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax? (24) 

Mrs. Page. A puft man? . 
Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable en- 
VVV FIT Rn 
Ford. And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan ? 
Page. And as poor as Fol? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and 
ſacks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drinkings, and 
ſwearings, and ffarings, pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme; you have the fart of 
me; I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer the Welch 


flannel ; ignorance itſelf is a plummet o'er me; uſe me 


as you will. 


Ford. Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windfr to one » 
Mr. Brook, that you have cozen'd of mony, to whom | 


you ſhould have been a pander : over and above that 
you have ſuffer'd, I think, to repay that mony, will be 
a biting affliction. C | 
(25) Mrs. Ford. Nay, huſband, let That go to make 
amends: e 
Forgive that Summ, and ſo we'll all be Friends. 


Ferd, 


(24) What, a Hog's Pudding?) Mr. Pope has help'd us to 
this Hog's-pudding ; all the other Editions, which I have ſeen, 


have it rightly Hodge-pudding, as it is vulgarly written and pro- 


nounc'd; the French call, to ſhake, or jumble together, bocher : 


and they have a Diſh call'd, an Hoc be- pot, which is a Mixture 
of ſeveral Sorts of Meats cook'd up together ; and ſuch a Ga!- 

 limaufry, does Ford mean, is Fal/taff. PE 
(25) Mrs. Ford. Nay, Husband,] This and the following little 
Speech J have inſerted from the old Quarto's. The Retrench- 
ment, I preſume, was by the Players; and an injudicious One, 
| | | | ro in 
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Ford. Well, here's my hand; all's forgiven at laſt. 
Page. Vet be cheerful, Knight; thou ſhalt eat a poſſet 
to night at my houſe, where | will defire thee to laugh at 
my wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell her, Mr. Sender 
hath marry'd her daughter. 1 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; if Auue Page be my 
daughter, ihe is, by this, Doctor Caius's wife. [Ajdv. 


Enter Slender, 


Slen. What hoe! hoe father Page. 

Page. Son, how now ? how now, ſon, have you dil- 
patch'd ? 6 8 : 

Slen. Diſpatch'd? I'll make the beſt in Gloyce/trr free 
known on't; would I were hang'd la, elſe. 

Page. Of what, fon ? Ts 
Fllen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry miſtreſs Aune 
= Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not 
been i'th* church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he 
ſhould have ſwing'd me. If I did not think it had been 
Anne Page, would I might never ſtir, and 'tis a poſt- 
maſter*s-boy. 5 8 e 


Page. Upon my life, then you took the wrong. 

Slen. What need you tell me that? I-think fo, when 
I took. a boy for a girl: if I had been marry'd to him, 
for all he was in woman's apparel, I would not have had 
oY | 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you, how you ſhould know my daughter by her gar- 
ments ? N | | 8 
5 en. I went to her in white and cry'd mu, and ſhe 
= cry'd budget, as Anne and I had appointed; and yet it was 
not Are, but a polt-maſter's-boy. 1 


in my Opinion, Sir 7% Fulfaf is defign'd the Favourite N 
Character in the Play, His Vices are the Subject of all the | 
| Pleaſantry : and he is ſufficiently puniſh'd, in being diſappoint- 
ed and expoſed, The Expectation of his being perſecuted for 


le | the twenty Pounds, gives the Concluſion tco tragical a Turn. ; 
1- Beſides, it is Poetica! Fuflice that Ford ſhould ſuſtain this Loſs, 

" 2 a Fine for his unteaſonable Jealouſy, q 

: | 


Q 2 Ewa. 


Mony buys lands, and wives are fold by fate. 
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Eva. Jeſhu ! Maſter Slender, cannot you ſee but marry 


Wt >: „„ 
Page. O, I am vext at heart. What ſhall I do? 


Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew of : 


your purpole, turn'd my daughter into green, and, in- 


| deed, ſhe is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, and 


there married. BS 
Enter Caius. 


Caius. Ver is miſtreſs Page? by gar, I am cozen'd; 
' T ha' marry'd one garſoon, a boy; one peaſant, by gar; 


a boy ; it 15 not Anne Page; by gar, I am cozen'd. 
Mrs. Page. Why ? did you not take her in green ? 
Caius. Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy; be gar, I'll raiſe 


all Windſor. | 


Ford. This is ſtrange ! who hath got the right Anne ? 


Page. My heart miſgives me; here comes Mr. Fenton. 


Enter Fenton, and Anne Page. 


How now, Mr. Fenton ? . - My 
Anne. Pardon, good father; good my mother, par- 
| don. | Rs „ : e 


Page. Now, miſtreſs, how chance you went not with 
Mr. Slender? e | 
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, 
mad? To 

Fent. You do amaze her: Hear the truth of it. 
You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love: 
The truth is, the and I, long ſince contracted, 
Are now ſo ſure, that nothing can diſſolve us. 
Th' offence is holy, that ſhe hath committed; 


And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 


Of diſobedience, or unduteous title ; 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 


A thouſand irreligious curſed hours, 


Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy. 
In love. the heav'ns themſelves do guide the ſtate ; 


Fal. 
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Fal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'en a ſpecial Stand to 
ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd. 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heav'n give thee 

joy ! 

What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be endes d. 
un. I will alſo dance and eat Nn at your Wed- 
ding. 

Fal. When night- dogs run, all forts of deer are 


chac'd. 


Mrs. Page. Well, I will muſe no further. Mr. Fenton, 


Heaven give you many, many merry days! 
Good hufband, Jet us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er er by a country ts 
Sir Job and all. 


Ferd. Let it be ſo: Sir John, 
To maſter Brook you yet ſhall hold your word ; 


For he, to night, mall lye with miſtreſs Ford. 


(8 xeunt omnes, 
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De — 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


VINCENTIO, Duke of Vienna. 
Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's abſence. 
E Ke As ancient Lord, join d with Angelo in the D. 


putation. 
Claudio, 4 young Gentleman. 
Lucio, a Fantaſlick. 
Two Gentlemen. 


Varrius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke, 
Provoft, 


Thomas, in. fi 


Peter, 

4 Juſtice. 

Elbow, a ſimple Conſtable. 

Froth, a foi Gentleman. 

Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over. done, 
Abhorſon, an Executioner, 4 
Barnardine, « a dl ; ſolute Priſoner, 


— 
— 


Iſabella, Sifter to Claudio. 
Marina, betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio, 
Franciſca, a Nun. 

* es Over- . a Bawd, : 


1 * K 


" Guo dr, Oer, and þ- 3 
8 C E N E, Vienna, 


MEASURE je. MEASURE. 


c * I. 
SCENE, the Duke's PALACE. 
” nter Dute, Eſcalus, and Lords. | 


Ca ů ß... ĩ /, 


4 ” 4 2 e 52 
a mY 7 . 25 
* Su By hes 


| 'D Uu K E. 
Wes ALUS, 
 ZE£/cal. My eng | 
* Of Government the properties t' un- 
S fold, 
Would ſeem in me Cafe ſpeech and diſ- 

courſe. 

finds I am not to know, that your own Science 
Exceeds, in that, the liſts of all advice 


Muy firength can give you: then no more remains: (1 
O 5 5 = ut 


(1) ... — ben no more remaines: 
Put that to your Sufficiency, as your Worth is able, 
And let them work.] I doubt not, but this Paſſage, either from 
the Irapertinence of the Actors, or the Negligence of the Co- 
pyiſts, has come maim'd to us. In the firſt Place, what an 
unmeaſurable, inharmonious, Verſe have we here; and, then, 
how lame is the Senſe! What was Eſcalus to put to his Saf- 
Friency? Why, his Science, But his Science and his Sufficiency 
were but one and the ſame Thing, On whiat then does the 


Nee, toem, depend! ? The old Editions read thus. 
ben 
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Put that to your ſufficiency, as your worth is able, 

And let them work, The nature of our people, 

Our city's inſtitutions, and the terms 

Of common juſtice, y'are as pregnant in, 

As art and practice hath enriched any 

That we remember. There is our 8 

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 

I ſay, bid come before us Augelo- * 

What figure of us, think you, he will SLY 8 

For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial ſoul 
Elected him our Abſence to ſupply; STERN 

Lent him our Terror, dreſt him with our Love ; 

And giv'n his Deputation all the organs 


Of our own Power : ſay, what think you of it? j 
Ea. If any in Vienna be of worth 5 4 
To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, | 


It 1s lord Angelo, 


Enter Angelo. | 


Duke. Look, where he comes. |: 
An · Alw-ays obedient to your Grace's will, 


| 0 no more. remains, | 
7 that to your Sufficiency, as your Worth is able, 
Aud let them wer kx. 

Here, again, the Senſe is maniſeftly lame and defeQive, and 
as the Verſif cation is ſo too, they concur to make me think, 
a Line has accidentally been left out. Perhaps, nn. like 
This might ſupply our Author's Meaning, 
Then no more remains, 

But that to your Sufficiency you add 

Due Diligency, as your Worth 1 is able; 

And let them voor k. : : 
By ſome ſuch Supplement both the Senſe a . PS ? 
de cur' d. But as the Conjecture is unſupported by any Au- 
thorities, I have not pretended to thruſt it into the Text; but 
ſubmit it to Judgment. They, who are acquainted with Books, 
know, that, where two Words of a ſimilar Length and Ter- 
mination happen to lie under one another, nothing is more 
common than for. Tranſcribers to glance their Eye at once 
| from the 57 to the undermef Word, and fo leave out the in- 
termediate part of the Sentence, 5 | 
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Let there be ſome more teſt made of my metal, 
Before fo noble and ſo great a figure 
Be ftampt upon it. 
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I come to know your pleaſure. 


Duke, Angelo, | 


There is a kind of character in thy life, 
That to th' obſerver doth thy hiſtory 


Fully unfold: thy ſelf and thy belongings 

Are not thine own ſo proper, as to waſte 

Thy ſelf upon thy virtues; they on thee. 

Heav'n doth with us, as we with torches do. 
Not light them for themſelves: for if our virtues 


Did not go forth of us, twere all alike 


As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd, 


But to fine iſſues: nor Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty Goddeſs, ſhe determines 


Her ſelf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and uſe. But I do bend my ſpeech 


To one that can my part in him advertiſe; 
Hold therefore, Angelo: | 


In our Remove, be thou at full our ſelf. 
Morality and Mercy in Fiema 
Live in thy tongue and heart: old Eſcalus, 
Though firſt in queſtion, is thy Secondary. 
Take thy Commiſſion. he 


Ang. Now, good my lord, 


Due. Come, no more evaſion : 
We have with a prepar'd and leaven'd choice | 


Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours, 


Our haſte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
That it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion'd 


Matters of needful value, We ſhall write to you, 


As time and our concernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with us; and do look to know _ 
What doth befal you here. So fare you well. 


 Totthopeful execution do I leave you 


Of your Commiſſions. 2 
Ang. Yet give me leave, my lord, 
That we may bring you ſomething on the way. Dale 
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Duke. My haſte may not admit it; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 

With any ſcruple; your ſcope is as mine own, 

So to enforce, or qualify the Laws, 

As to your ſoul ſeems good. Give me your hand; 

III privily away. I love the people; 

But do not like to ſtage me to their eyes: 

Though it do well, 1 do not reliſh well 

Their loud applauſe, and Awe's vehement: 

Nor do I think the man of ſafe diſcretion, 

That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 

Ang. The heay'ns give ſafety to your purpoſes ! LE 
Eſcal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happineſs ! 
Dae. I thank you, fare you well. . Exit. 

Eſcal. 1 ſhall deſire you, Sir, to give me leave 

To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concerns me 

To look into the bottom of my Place: 

A pow'r I have, but of what ſtrength and nature 

Jam not yet inſtructed. 

Ang. is ſo with me: let us withdraw together, 

And we may ſoon our ſatisfaction have 
Touching that point. ap . 
Eſcal. IIl wait upon your Honour.  FExeunt, 


SCE N E, The Street. 


Fier Lucio, and two gentlemen. 


Lucio. | F the Duke, and the other Dukes, come not 
: to compoſition with the King of Hungary, why, 
then all the Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent. Heav'n grant us its peace, but not the King 
of Hungary's ? | | 
„ Gent. Aen. 

Lacks. Thou conclud'ſt ike the fanctimoujons Pirate, 
that went to ſea with the ten COMMENCES, but rep: d 
ane out of the Table, 
2 Gent. Thou ſhalt not ſteal. —— 
Lucio. Ay, that he raz'd. 
1 Gent, Why, 'twas a Commandment to command 
the captain and al the reſt from their functions; they 


put 
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t forth to ſteal; there's not a ſoldier of us all, that, in 
the thankſgiving before meat, do Teliſh the petition 
well that prays for Peace. | 

2 Gent. I never heard any ſoldier diſlike it. Sy 

Lucio. I believe thee : for, I think, thou never waſt 
where grace was ſaid. 

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at leaſt. 

1 Gent, What? in meeter ? 

Lucio. In any herbs or in any language. 

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion, | 

"This Ay, why not? grace is grace, deſpight of all 
controverſie ; as for example, thou thy ſelf art a wicked 
villain, deſpight of all grace. 

1 Gent. Well there went but a pair of ſheers beriven 
us. 
Lucio. J grant; as s there may between the liſts and Gs 
velvet. Thou art the liſt. | 

1 Gent. And thou the velvet; thou art good velvet ; ; 
thou'rt a three-pil'd piece, I warrant thee : I had as lief 
be a liſt of an Engliſb kerſey, as be pil'd, as thou art 
pid, for a French velvet. Do I ſpeak feelingly now? 

Lucio. I think thou doſt; and, indeed, with moſt 
painful feeling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine own 
confeſſion, learn to begin thy health ; but, whilſt I ada 
forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think Thave done my ſelf wrong, have I not ? 
268 Gent, Yes, that thou haſt; whether thou art tainted, 
or free. be 

- Lucio, Behold, behold, where Madam — combs; 
1 Gert, I have purchas' d as | may diſeaſes under her 
roof, as come to 

2 Gent,” To what I pray? 

I Gent, Judge, 
2 Gent. To three thouſand dollars a Year, 
1 Gent, Ay, and more. 

; Lucio. A French crown more. (2) 


] Gent. 
(2) A French Crown 3 Lucio means here not the piece 


of " Wn: fo call'd, but that Fenerras Scab which among the 
Surgeons 
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1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diſeaſes in me; but 
thou art full of error; I am ſound. 

Lucio. Nay, not as one would ſay healthy; but ſo ſound, 


as things that are hollow; thy bones are hollow 1 impiety 
nn made a feaſt of thee. | 


Enter Bawd. 

1 Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moſt 
profound ſciatica ? 

| Bawwd. Well, well; there's one yonder led and 
15 carry 'd to priſon, was worth five thouſand of you all. 
1 Gent, Who's that, I pr'iythee? _ 
Baud. Marry, Sir, that's Claudia; | Signior Clandi.” 
1 Gent. Claudio to priſon ? *tis not ſo. 
" Band. Nay, but I know, tis ſo; I ſaw him arreſted ; ; 
ſaw him carry'd away ; and, which i is more, within theſe 
three days his head 1s to be chopt off. | 
Lucio. But, after all this fooling, 1 e not Rare! it 
fo: art thou ſure of this? 
Baaud. I am too ſure of i it; and i it! is for getting ma- 
: dam. Julietta with child. | 8 
Lucio. Believe me, this may be; hs promiſed to meet 
me two hours lince, and he was ever preciſe in n 
keeping. 5 

2 Gent. Beſides, you 8 it draws fokathing near 
to the fpeech we had to ſuch a purpoſe. 
I Cent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclama · 
tion. | oy 
Le. Away let's 5 go. learn the truth of it. [Excunt. 


"finer Bawd, 


Bawad. Thus, what with the war, what with the gest, 
what with the gallows, and what with poverty, I am cuſ- 


tom: ſhrunk. How now ? what's the news with you? 


Surgeons i is ſtil'd Corona Yeneris, To this, I think, our Author 
Iikewiſe makes Quince allude ir Midſummer Night's Dream. 

Some of your French Crowns have no bair at all, ane then you 
vill play bare- faced. 

For where theſe Eruptions are, 


the an is carious, and the 
Party becomes bald, | 


Enter 
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Enter Clown, 


Clown. Yonder man is carry'd to priſon, 

Baaud. Well? what has he done ? 

Clown. A woman. 

Baaud. But what's his offence ? 

Clown. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Bawd, What? is there a maid with child by him? 

Clown. No but there's a woman with maid by himsz, 
You have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ? 

Baud. What Proclamation, man?: 
| Chan. All houſes in the ſuburbs of Fiema muſt be 
pluck'd down. : 
Bawd, And what ſhall become of thoſe i in the city ? 

_ Clown, They ſhall ſtand for ſeed; they had gone down 
too, but that a wiſe burger put in for them. 

Bew4. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort in the ſuburbs 
be pull'd down: 
Cl.wn. To the ground, miſtreſs. 
Baaod. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com- 
mon- wealth; what ſhall become of me? 

Clown. Come, fear not you ; good counſellors lack no 
clients; though you change your place, you need not 
change your trade: I'll be your tapfter ſtill, Courage, 
there will be pity taken on you; you that have worn 


your eyes almoſt out in the ſervice, you will be conſi- 
dered. ; 


Baaud. What's s todo here, Thomas Topfter ? let's with- 


draw. 


Clown. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Pro- 
voſt to priſon ; ; and chere Madam Juliet. 


Ex. Bawd and Clown. 


Enter Provoſt, Claudio, Juliet and Officers. Lucio 
and 'twwo Gentlemen. | 


Claud Fellow, why doſt thou. ſhow me thus to th? 
World? 
Bear me to priſon, where I am committed. 
Prov. Ido it not in evil diſpoſition, 
But from lord Avgelo by ſpecial charge. 
BF FE Claud. 
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Claud. Thus can the Demi- god, Authority, 
Make us pay down, for our offence, by weight _ 
The words of heaven; on whom it will, it will; 
On whom it will not, ſo; yet ſtill 'tis juſt. 
Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio ? whence comes this 
reſtraint ? 
Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty ; 
As ſurfeit is the father of much faſt, 
Sv ev'ry {cope by the immod'rate uſe. 
Turns to reſtraint : our natures do purſue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirſty evil; and when we drink, we die. | ; 
Lucio. If I could ſpeak ſo wiſely under an arreft, I 
would ſend for certain of my creditors; and yet, to ſay 
the truth I had as lief have the foppery of freedom, as 
the morality of impriſonment: what's thy offence, Claudio? 
Claud. What but to ſpeak of, would offend again. 
Lucio. What is't, murder ? Er; | 
Claud. No. 
Tucio. Letchery? 
Claud. Call it ſo. 
Prov. Away, Sir, you muſt go. 


Claud. One word, good friend : . WE 2 word it 


with you. 
Lucio. A hundred ; if they I do you any good: is let. 
chery ſo look'd after? 
Claud. Thus ſtands it with me; upon a true contract 
I got poſſeſſion of Julietta's bed, 
(You ee. the lady,) ſhe is faſt my wife; 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order. This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutual entertainment, 
With character too groſs, is writ on Juliet. 
Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 
Claud. Unhappily, even b. 


And the new Deputy now for the Duke, 
(Whe- 
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{Whether it be the fault, and glimpſe, of newneſs ; 
Or whether that the body publick be | : 
A horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 
Who, newly in the ſeat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it ſtrait feel the ſpur ; 
Whether the tyranny be in his Place, 
Or in his eminence that fills it up, 
I ſtagger in:) but this new Governor 
Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties, 5 
Which have, like unſcour'd armour, hung by th' wall 
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, (3) 
And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 
Now puts the drowſie and neglected Act 
Freſhly on me; tis, ſurely, for a name, Va 
Lucio. I warrant, it is; and thy head ſtands ſo tickle 
on thy ſhoulders, that a milk-maid, if ſhe be in love, 
may ſigh it off. Send after the Duke, and appeal to him, 
Claud. I have done ſo, but he's not to be found. 
I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind ſervice: 
This day my Sitter ſhould: the Cloiſter enter, 
And there receive her Approbation. 1 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 
Implore her, in my voice, that ſhe make friends 
To the ſtrict Deputy; bid her ſelf aſſay him; 
I have great hope in that; for in her youth 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſs dialect, 
Such as moves men | beſide, ſhe hath proſp'rous art 
When ſhe will play with reaſon and diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſuade. | 


Lucio. I pray, ſhe may; as well for the encouragement 


of the like, which elſe would ſtand under grie vous impo- 


ſition; as for the enjoying of thy life, who 1 would be 
ſorry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt at a game of tick-tack. 


(3) So long, that nineteen Zodiac is Bave gone round. i The 
Duke, in the Scene immediately following, ſays, 
| Which for theſe fourteen Years we bave let flip, 


The Author could not ſo diſagree with himſelf, in ſo narrow 
The Numbers muſt have been wrote in Figures, 


a Compaſs, 
and fo miſtaken : for which 


— 


reaſon, tis neceſſary to make the 
two Accounts correſpond. | 8 «a | 


IU 


IA man of ſtricture and firm abſtinence) ö 'F 
My abſolute Pow'r and Place here in Vienna; | 


(The needful bits and curbs for head-ſtrong Steeds,) (4) 


have talk'd of Bits and Curbs for Weeds. On the other hand, no- 
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I'll to her. 
Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 
Lucio. Within two hours, — : 3 
Claud. Come, officer, away. [LZætu 
SCENE, A MoN AST ERV. 
Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas. 
Duke. O; holy father, throw away that thought; 
| Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love 


Can pierce a compleat boſom : why I defire thee Tt. 

To give me ſecret harbour, hath a purpoſe = | 

More grave, and wrinkled, than the aims and ends 1F 
Of burning youth. 1 


Fri. May your Grace ſpeak of it? 
Dake. My holy Sir, none better knows than you, 
How I have ever loy'd the life remov'd; 
And held in idle price to haunt Afﬀemblies, 
Where youth, and coſt, and witleſs bravery keeps. 
I have deliver'd to lord Angelo OTE WO 


And he ſuppoſes me travell'd to Poland; 

For fo Pve ftrew'd it in the common ear, 

And ſo it is receiv'd : now, pious Sir, 

You will demand of me, why I do this ? 
Fri. Gladly, my lord. 1 
Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes and moſt biting Laws, 


Which for theſe nineteen years we have let ſleep ; (5) 
. K Even 
(4) The needful Bits and Curbs for beadfirong Weeds: ] There is ; 
no manner of Analogy, or Conſonance, in the Metaphors here: ES 
and, tho' the Copies agree, 1 do not think, the Author would 7 
A 


thing can be more proper, than to compare Perſons of unbridled 
Licentiouſneſs to headſtrong Steeds : and, in this View, bridling 
the Paſſions has been a Phraſe adopted by our beſt Poets. 5 
| (5) Which for theſe fourteen years we have let ſlip,] For ent. 
teen I have made no Scruple to replace nineteen, The mo 
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Even like an oer · grown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out ta prey: now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, 
Only to ftick it in their children's fight, 
For terror, not to uſe; in time the rod | 
Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd : ſo our Decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themſelves are dead; 
And Liberty plucks Juſtice by the noſe; 
The baby bows the nurſe, and =_ athwart 
Goes all decorum. 
Fri. It reſted in your Grace 
T'unlooſe this ty'd up juſtice, when you pleas'd: 
And it in you more dreadful would have ſeem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. 
Duke. I do * todo dreadful. ä 

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people ſcope, 

'Twould be my tyranny to ſtrike, and gall them, 
For what I bid them do. For we bid this be dene, 
When evil deeds have their permiſſive pals, 
And not the puniſhment. Therefore, indeed, my father, 
1 have on Argelo impos d the office: 
Who may inth' ambuſh of my name rike home, 


fon will be obvious to the Reader, who mall look back to the 
3d Note upon this Play, 1 have, I hope, upon as good Au- 
thority, alter'd the odd Phraſe of letting the Laws ſlip : for, 


_ ſuppoſing the Expreſſion might be juſtified, yet how does it 
ſoit with the Compariſon, that follows, of a Lion in his Cave 


that went not out to prey ? But letting the Laws ſleep, as I have 
reſtor'd to the Text, adds a particular Propriety to the Thing 
repreſented, and accords exactly too with the Simile, It is the 


Metaphor too, that our Author ſeems fond of ufing Wel this 


n, in ſeveral other Paſſages of this Play. 


The Law bath' not been dead, tho' it bath ſlept: 
— Tis now awake. 


And fo, again, 


but this new Governor 
Awakes me all tb' enroll-4 Penalties ; 
_ — and for a Name 


| Now puts the drowfie and negleBed Act 
| Freſply en me. 


Ah. 
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And yet, my nature never in the fight 

To doin ſlander: And to behold his ſway, 

I will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order, | 

' Viſit both prince and people; therefore, pr'ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and inſtrutt me | 

How I may formally in perſon bear, | 
Like a true Friar. More reaſons for this action 

At our more leiſure ſhall I render you; 

Only, this one: — Lord Angelo is preciſe ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; ſcarce confeſſes 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than ſtone : hence ſhall we ſee, 


If pow'r change purpoſe, what our ſeemers be. [Exeurt, | A 


SCEN E, A Nunnery. 
Enter Iſabella and Franciſca. | 
Jab. ND have you Nuns no further privileges ? 
2 Nun. Are not theſe large enough? 
Lab. Yes, truly; I ſpeak not as deſiring more; 
But rather wiſhing a more ftri& reftraint . 
Upon the ſiſter- hood, the votariſts of Saint Clare. 
Lucio. [within.) Hoa! Peace be in this place ! 
' {/ab. Who's that, which calls? 
Nan. It is a man's voice: gentle 1/abella, 
Turn you the key, and know his buſineſs of him; 
You may; I may not; you are yet unſworn : 
When you have vow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with men, 
But in the preſence of the Prioreſs ; FEE” 
Then, if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſhew your face; 
Or, if you ſhew your face, you muſt not ſpeak. _ 
He calls again ; I pray you, anſwer him. [Exit Franc, 
1/ab. Peace and proſperity ! who is't that calls? 
| Enter Lucio. 
Lucio. Hail, virgin, (if you be) as thoſe cheek · roſes 
Proclaim you are no leſs; can you ſo ſtead me, 
As bring me to the ſight of J/abella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair ſiſter 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 


Lab. 
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Jab. Why her unhappy brother? let me aſk 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
I am that 7/abel/a, and his ſiſter. | EE 
Excio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with you, he's in priſon. 
T/ab. Wo me! for what? 3 
Lucio. For that, which, if myſelf might be his judge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment in thanks; 7 
He hath got his friend with child. 
Jab. Sir, make me not your ſtor 7x. 
Lucio. Tis true: I would not (tho' tis my familiar fin 
With maids to ſeem the lapwing, and to jeſt, 
Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins ſo. 
I hold you as a thing en- ſcy' d, and fainted; 
By your renouncement, an immortal Spirit; 
And to be talk'd with in ſincerity, 
As with a Saint. x | 5 
Jab. You do blaſpheme the good, in mocking me. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewneſs and truth, *tis thus ; 
Your brother and his lover having embrac'd, 
As thoſe that feed grow full, as bloſſoming time 


That from the ſeedneſs the bare fallow brings 


To teeming foyſon ; ſo her plenteous womb 
Expreſſeth his full tilth and huſbandry. 5 
Jab. Some one with child by him ?—my couſin Juliet? 
Lucio. Is ſhe your couſin? 
Jab. Adoptedly, as ſchool-maids change their names, 
By vain, tho' apt, affection. : 3 
Lucio. She it is. 
Jab. O, let him marry her! | 
Tucio. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence; 
Bore many gentlemen, myſelf being one, 
In hand and hope of action; but we learn, 
By thoſe that know the very nerves of ſtate, 
His givings out were of an infinite diſtance 
From his true- meant deſign. Upon his place, 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs lord Angelo; a man whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-broth ; one who never feels 


The 
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The wanton ſtings and motions of the ſenſe ; 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, ſtudy and faſt, | 
He, (to give fear to uſe and liberty, £2 
Which have long time run by the hideous law, 
As mice by lyons;) hath pickt out an act, 
Under whoſe heavy ſenſe your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit; he arreſts him on it; 
And follows cloſe the rigour of the ſtatute, 
To make him an example; all hope's gone, 
Unleſs you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To ſoften Angelo; and that's my pith of buſineſs 
Twixt you and your poor brother. 
Jab. Doth he fo 
Seek for his life? 
Lucio. Was cenſur'd him already; 
And, as J hear, the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 
Jab. Alas! what poor 
Ability's in me, to do him 3 
Lucio. Aſſay the power you have. 
Jab. My power? Alas! I doubt. 
Lucio. Our doubts are traitors; 
And make us loſe the good, we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learnto know, when maidens ſue, 
Men give like Gods ; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as truly theirs, 
As they themſelves would owe them. 
Jab. I'll ſee what I can do. 
Lucio. But, ſpeedily. 
Lab. I will about it ſtrait; 
No longer ſtaying, but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you; 
Commend me to my brother: ſoon at night 
ll fend him certain word of my ſucceſs. 
Lucio. I take my leave of you, Bp 
Jab. Good Sir, adieu. [Excunt. 
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"6 5-1. 
SCE N E, The Palace. 


Enter Angelo, Eſcalus, a Juſtice, and Attendants, 


ANGELO. 
W E muſt not make a ſcare- crow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 


1 1 


And let it keep one ſhape, till cuſtom make it 


Their pearch, and not their, terror, 
Eſcal. Ay, but yet | LEE: 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 


Than fall, and bruiſe to death. Alas! this gentemax, 


Whom I would ſave, had a moſt noble father; 
Let but your Honour know, . 

Whom ! believe to be moſt ſtraight in virtue, 
That, in the working of your own affections, 

Had time coher'd with place, or place with wiſhing, 
Or that the reſolute acting of your blood 


Could have attain'd th' effect of your own purpoſe ; 


Whether you had not ſometime in your life 

Err'd in this point, which now you cenſure him, 

And pull'd the law upon you. 8 
Ang. Tis one thing to be tempted, EHcalus, 

Another thing to fall. I not deny, 

The jury, paſſing on the priſoner's life, 

May in the ſworn twelve have a thief or two, 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made 
_ Juſtice, F 

That juſtice ſeizes on. What know the laws, 


0 


That thieves do paſs on thieves? tis very pregnant, 


The jewel that we find, we ſtoop and take't, 
Becauſe we ſee it; but what we do not ſee, 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not ſo extenuate his offence, 


For 
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For I have had ſuch faults ; but rather tell me, 
| When l, that cenſure him, do fo offend, 


Let mine own judgment pattern out my death; 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muſt die. 


Enter Provoſt. 


Eſcal. Be't, as your wiſdom will. 
Ang. Where is the Provoſt ? 
Prov. Here, if it like your Honour, 
Ang. See, that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning. 
Bring him his confeſſor, let him be prepar'd ; 
For that's the utmoſt of his * 
Exit Prov. 
Efeal. Well, heay'n forgive him! and forgive us all! 
Some riſe by fin, and ſome by virtue fall: 
Some run through brakes of vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 


Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, and Officers. 


Elb. Come, bring them away ; if theſe be good peo- 
ple in a common-weal, that do nothing but uſe their 
abuſes in common houles, I know no law; bring them 
away: 

Ang. How now, Sir, what's your name? and what's 
the matter ? 

El. If it pleaſe your Honour, I amthe poor Duke's 
conſtable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon juſ- 
tice, Sir, and do bring in here before your good Honour 
two notorious benefactors. 

Ang. BenefaQors ? well ; what benefadtors are they? 
are they not malefactors? 


Elb. If it pleaſe your Honour, I know not well what 


they are; but preciſe villains they are, that I am ſure | 


of; and void of all profanation in the world, that good 
chriſtians ought to have. 


Eſcal. This comes off well; here's a wida officer, 
rg. Go to: what quality are they of? E/boww js your 
name? why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow ? 


Clown, 


5 
A 
A 
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Choaun. He cannot, Sir; he's out at elbow. 
Ang. What are you, Sir? | 
25 He, Sir? a tapſter, Sir; parcel-bawd ; one that 
ſerves a bad woman ; whoſe houſe, Sir, was, as they ſay, 
pluckt down in the ſuburbs ; and now ſhe profeſſes a hot- 
| houſe ; which, 1 think, is a very ill houſe too. 
 Eſcal. How know you that? 
Elb. My wife, Sir, whom I deteſt before heav'n and 
your Honour, — | 
Eſcal. How ! thy wife? FE es | | 
Elb. Ay, Sir; whom, I thank heav'n, is an honeſt | 
| 


woman; | if 
Eſcal. Doſt thou deteſt her therefore? 1 1 
Elb. I ſay, Sir, I will deteſt myſelf alſo, as well as i 
ſhe, that this houſe, if it be not a bawd's houſe, it is pity | 
of her life, for it is a naughty houſe. | 
Eſcal. How doſt thou know that, conſtable ! | 
Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife; who, if the had been | 
a woman cardinally given, might have been accuſed in 
fornication, adultery, and all uncleanneſs there, 
Eſcal. By the woman's means? oo 
Elb. Ay, Sir, by miſtreſs Over-dore s means, but as 
ſhe ſpit in his face, ſo ſhe defy'd him. 
Clown. Sir, if it pleaſe your Honour, this is not fo. 


Elb. Prove it before theſe varlets here, thou honoura- 
ble man, prove it. 
Eſcal. Do you hear how he miſplaces ? 
Clown. Sir, ſhe came in great with child; and long- - 
ing (ſaving your Honour's reverence) for ſtew'd prewns ; * 
Sir, we had but two in the houſe, which at that very | 
diſtant time ſtood, as it were, in a fruit-diſh, a diſt 
of ſome three pence ; (your Honours have ſeen ſuch 
diſhes; they are not China diſhes, but very good 
8 SD 
Eſcal. Go to, go to; no matter for the diſh, Sir. 
| Clown, No, indeed, Sir, not ofa pin; you are there- 
in in the right: but to the point; as I ſay, this miſtreſs 
Elbow, being, as I ſay, with child, and being great- 
| belly'd, and longing, as I aid, for prewns ; and having; 


but two in the diſh, as I ſaid ; maſter Frorh here, this 
„ 8 very 
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complain of? come to what was done to her. 


for winter. 
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very man, having eaten the reſt, as I aid, and, as 


J iay, paying for them very honeſtly ; for, as you 


know, maſter Froth, I could not give you three pence 


again. 


Froth. No, indeed. LSE 
Clown. Very well; you being then, if you be remem- 


| bred, cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid prewns. 


Froth. Ay, ſol did, indeed. | 5 
Clown. Why, very well; I telling you then, if you 


ba be remembred, that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were 


paſt cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept very 


good diet, as I told you, _ 


Froth. All this is true. 

Clown, Why, very well then. FD _ 

Eſcal. Come, you are a tedious fool; to the purpoſe : 
what was done to Elboav's wife, that he hath cauſe to 


Clown, Sir, your Honour cannot come to that yet. 
Efcal. No, dir, nor I mean it not. rn”: 
Clown. Sir, but you ſhall come to it, by your Ho- 10 
nour's leave: and, I beſeech you, look into maſter Froth | 
here, Sir, a man of fourſcore pound a year; whoſe fa- | 
ther dy'd at Hailowmas, Was't not at Hallawmas, maſ- 
ter Froth ? | | „ 
Froth. All-holland eve. | | 
Clown. Why, very well; I hope here be truths. He, 


Sir, fitting, as I ſay, in a lower chair, Sir, twas in the 


bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you have a delight to 


ſit, have you not ? - 
Froth. J have ſo, becauſe it is an open room, and good 
Clown. Why, very well then; I hope, here be truths, 
Ang. This will laſt out a night in Rua, 


When nights are longeſt there. I'll take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the cauſe; 


Hoping, you'll find good cauſe to whip them all. 
Eſcal. I think no leſs. Good morrow to your lord- 
ſhip. [Exit Angelo. 

Now, Sir, come on: what was done to E/boav's wife, 


Cloxun. 


once more? 
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che Once, Sir? there was yothing. _ to her 
once. 
Elb. I beſeech you, Sir, ak him what this man did to 
my wife. 
Clown. I beſeech your Honour, ask me. | 
Eſcal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to ber! 1 


Chwn. I beſeech you, Sir, look in this gentieman' * 
face; good maſter Froth, look apon his Honour ; *tis for 


Aa good purpoſe ; doth your Nene mark his face * 


Eſcal. Ay, Sir, very well. 
Cloxun. Nay, 1 beſcech you, mark it wel. 
Eſcal. Well, I do ſo. 


Clæaun. Doth your Honour ſee any harm in his fate 1 ? 
Eſcal. Why, no. 


Clown. I'll be ſuppos'd upon a book, his face is the 
worſt thing about him: good then; if his face be the 


work thing about him, how could mafter Froth do the 


conſtable's wife any harm! ? I would Know that of your 


Honour. 


Eſcal. He s in the neh; ; conſtable, what fay you to 
it ? 

E;. Firſt, an' it like you, the hank i is a reſpecled 
houſe; next, this is a reſpected fellow; and his miſtreſs 
is a reſpeRed woman. 


Clown. By this hand, Sir, his wife is a more e reſpefed 
perſon than any of us all. 


Elb. Varlet, thou lieſt; thou lie, wicked varlet ; the 
time is yet to come, that ſhe was ever reſpected with 


man, woman, or child, 


Clown. Sir, the was reſpected with him before he 
marry'd with her. 


Eſcal. Which is the wiſer here? Juſlice, or In guity?— 
Is this true? 

Elb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked 
Hannibal! 1 reſpected with her, before I was marry'd_ 
to her? If ever I was reſpected with her, or ſhe with 
me, let not your worſhip think me the poor duke's 
officer; prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or I'll have 
mine action of battery on thee. 


P 2 $ Fſcal. 
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| Efeal. If he took you a box o'th'car, you might have 
your action of ſlander too. 
Ei. Marry I thank your good worſhip for't : what 
ist * worſhip's pleaſure I ſhall do with this wicked 
cCaitiff? 
Ffeal. Truly, officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences 
In him, that thou wouldft diſcover if thou could, let 
him continue in his courſes, till thou know'ſt what they 5 
. 
Ez. Marry, 1 thank your worſhip for it ; thou ſeeſt, 
thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art to continue now, thou varlet; thou art to continue. 
Eſcal. Where were you barn, friend ? Io Froth. 
_ Here in Vienna, Sir. = 
Eccal. Are you of fourſcore pounds a year? 
Freth. Yes, and't pleaſe you, Sir. 
Efeat. So. What trade are you of, Sir ? . 
[To the Clown. 
Clown. A tapſter, a poor widow 8 * NOR 
Eſcal. Your miſtreſs's name? | 
Clown. Miſtreſs Ower-done. 
Efcal. Hath ſhe had any more than one buſband? 
_ Clown. Nine, Sir: Ower-done by the laſt, 

#feal. Nine? Come hither to me, maſter Froth : 
matfter Frotb, I would not have you acquainted with tap- 
ſters; they will draw you, maſter Frotb, and you will 
hang them. Ger you gone, and let me hear no more of 

ow, - 

Frotb. I thank your worſhip ; for mine own part, I 
never come into any room in a taphouſe, but 1 am 
drawn in. | 

Eſcal. Well; no more of it, maſter Froh; farewel. 

[Exit Frotb. 

Come you liber to me, maſter tapſter ; ; Whats your 
name, maſter tapſter ? 

Clown. Pompey. 

Eſcal. What elſe? 

Cloaun. Bum, Sir. 

Eſcal. Troth, and your bum is the greateſt thing a- 


bout you, ſo that, in the beaſtlieſt ſenſe, you are 2 
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Nine - pence per Year at the largeſt Computation. 
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the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey ; 


howſoever you colour it in rg a tapſter; are you 
not? come, tell me true, it ſhall be 


the better for you. 
Chwn. Truly, Sir, I am a poor fellow that would 
live. N 1 OR 


Eeal. How would you live, Pompey ? by being a 


| bawd ? what do you think of the trade, Pompey? is it a 
lawful trade ? „ . 
Cuboun. If the law will allow it, Sir. 


Eſcal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey ; nor it 


ſhall not be allowed in Vienna. 


Clown, Does your worſhip mean to geld and (play alt 


the youth in the city? | 


Eſcal. No, Pompey. 2, 
Clown. Traly, Sir, in my poor opinon, they wall to't 
then. If your worſhip will take order for the drabs and 


the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds. : 
|  FEſeal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 


you; it is but heading and hanging. To. 
Cboaun. If you head and hang all that offend that way 

but for ten years together, you'll be glad to give out a 

commiſſion for more heads: if this law hold in Vienna ten 


years, (6) I'll rent the faireſt houſe in it, after three 


pence a bay: if you live to ſee this come to paſls, ſay, 
Pompey told you fo. | #8 


(6) DUI rent the faireft houſe in it, after three pexce a Day.] For 
my part I believe, our Poet had no Notion of reducing Houſe- 


rent to a Proportion by the Day. The Meaning is this. The 


Fathion of Buildings, in our Author's time, was to have two 


or three ſemi· circular juttings out in Front, (which we ſtill ſee 


in the Remains of old Houſes, ) where the Windows were placd: 
And theſe Projections were call'd Bays; as the Windows were, 


from them, call'd Bay-wwindewws, 


Minſhezo tells us, the Reafon of the name being given was, 
becauſe this Form of Building reſembled a Bay, or Road for 


Ships, which is always round, and bow - ing, to break off the 


Force of the Water. So that, Houſes, as I ſaid, having 
not above twe or three of theſe Juttings out, the Clown ſays, 
the Houſes won't be worth above three pence a Bay.“ i. e. 


1 Efal. 


r 


Pardon is ſtill the nurſe of ſecond woe: 


318 MrasuRe for MraguRe, 


| E{eal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and in requital of 


your prophecy, hark you; I adviſe you, let me not 


find you before me again upon any complaint whatſo- 


ever; no, not for dwelling where you do; if I do, Pom- 


Fey, I ſhall beat you to your tent, and prove a ſhrewd 
Cæſar to you: in plain dealing, Pompey, I ſhall have you 


whipt : ſo for this time, Pompey, fare you well. 
Clown. I thank your worſhip for your good counſel ; 


but I ſhall follow it as the fleſh and N ſhall better 


determine. 
Whip me? no, no; let carman whip his jade; 


The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. Exit. | 


Eſcal. Come hither to me, maſter Elbkew ; come hi- 


ther, maſter conſtable; how long have ou one. in a this 
place of conſtable? . 


Elb. Seven year and a half, ir. 
Eſcal. I thought by your readineſs in the . you 


had continued in it t time : Fwy fay, er years to- 
gether ? 


Elb. And a half, sir. 
Eſcal. Alas! it hath been great pains to you; 'S they : 


. do you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't : are there not 
men in your ward ſufficient to ſerve it? 


E15. Faith, Sir, few of any wit in ſuch matters; as 
they are choſen, they are glad to chuſe me for them. I 
do it for ſome piece of mony, and go through with all. 
Eſcal. Look you, bring me in the names of ſome fix 
or ſeven, the moſt ſufficient of your pariſh, 

Elb. To your worſhip's houſe, Sir? 

Elal. To my houſe; fare you well. What's a clock, 
think you? . Elbow. 

Juſt. Eleven, Sir. 1 

Eſcal. 1 pray you, home to dinner with me. 

Tuft, I humbly thank you. 

Eſcal. It grie ves me for the death of Claudio: 


But there's no remedy. 


Juſt. Lord 4 is ſevere. 
Eſcal. It is but needful : | 
Mercy is not it ſelf, that oft looks ſo; 


But 
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But yet, poor Claudio. ! there” s no remedy. 
Come, Sir. [ Exeur?. 


Enter - Prone. and a Servant. 


Serv. He 8 hearing of 2 cauſe; he mes come e firait: 
T'll tell him of you. 

Prov. Pray you, do; Il know 

His pleaſure ; t may be, he'll relent ; alas? 

He hath but as offended in a dream: | 

All ſects, all ages ſmack of this vice; and he 

To die for it ! 


Enter Angelo. 


Au Now, what's the matter, Provo? 
How. Is it your will, Claudio ſhall die to-morrow ? 
Ang. Did not 1 tell thee, yea? hadſt thou not t order! ? 
Why doſt thou ask again ? 
Brow, Leſt I might be too raſh. 
Under your good correction, I have ſeen, 
When, after execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o'er his dam. 
Ang. Goto; let that be mine, 
Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar d. 
Prov. I crave your pardon. 
What ſhall be done, Sir, with the groaning Fulier? 
She's very near her hour. 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To * more fitting place, and that with ſpeed. 


Serv. Here is the ſiſter of the man condemn'd, 
Deſires acceſs to you. 


Ang. Hath he a ſiſter ? 


Prov. Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous maid, 
And to be mortly of a fiſter-hood, 


Iff not already. 


Ang. Well; let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 
See you, the fornicatreſs be remov'd ; 

Let her have needful, but not laviſh, means; 

There ſhall be order for i it. 


2 4 Enter 
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Enter Lucio and Iſabella. 


Prov. Save your honour. 
Arg. Stay yet a while. are welcome; ; what's 
your will ? 
Iſab. T am a woful ſuitor to your Honour, 
Pleaſe but your Honour hear me. 
Arg. Well; what's your ſuit ? 
Iſab. There is a vice that moſt I do abhor, 
And moſt defire ſhould meet the blow of Juſtice ; ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I muſt; 
For which I muſt not plead, but that I am 
At war, twixt will, and will not. 
Ang. Well; the matter ? 
ab. I have a brother is condemn'd to die ; ; 
1 do beſeech you, let it be his fault, 


my And not my brother. 


Prov. Heav'n give thee moving graces ! 
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 
Why, every fault's condemn d, ere it be done; 
Mine were the very cipher of a function, 
To find the faults, whoſe fine ſtands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 
Lab. O juft, but ſevere law! 
I had a brother then ;——heav'n keep your Honour! 
Lucio. Give not o'er ſo: to him again, intreat him. 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown; 
You are too cold; if you ſhould need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongs defire it. 
o him, I 
Jab. Muſt he needs die? 
* Maiden, no remedy. 
Lab. 1 do think, that you might pardon 
EE 7 
And neither heav'n, nor man, wieve at the mercy. 
Ang. T will not do't. 
1/ab. But can you, if you would ? 
| Arg. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 
ab. But might you do't, and do the world no 
wrong. 1 1 
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If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine is to him? 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd; 'tis too late. 
Lucio. Vou are too cold. 5 
1/ab. Too late? why, no; I, that do ſpeak a word, 
= May call it back again: Well believe this, (7) 
F No ceremony that to Great ones longs, 
3 Not the King's crown, nor the deputed ſword, 
The marſhal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half ſo good a grace, 
As mercy does: if he had been as you, 
And you as he, you would have ſlipt like him; 
But he, like you, would not have been ſo ſtern. 
Ang. Pray you, be gone. 2 . 
1/ab. I wou'd to heav'n I had your potency, 
And you were Jabel; ſhould it then be thus? 
No; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a prifaner.. ĩð i 
Lucio. Ay, touch him; there's the vein. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waſte your words, f 
FVV _ 
5 all the ſouls that were, were forfeit once; 
2 And he, that might the vantage beſt have took, 
19 Found ont the remedy. How would you be, 
: If he, which is the top of judgment, ſhould 
But judge you, as you are? oh, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made, 
Ang. Be you content, fair maid 
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother. 
Were he my kinſman, brother, or my ſon, 
It ſhould be thus with him; he dies to-morrow. 


- 
Pg. N; rw Lo P * 
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(7) Nell, Believe tbis,] This manner of Pointing, which rurs 
thro? all the Copies, gives an Air of Addreſs too familiar for 
an Inferior to uſe to a Perſon of Diſtinction. But taking away 
the Comma after, Nell, not only removes the ObjeRion, but 

reſtores a Mode of Expreſſion, which our Author delights to 
uſe. Well belicwe this; i, e. Be convinc'd, be throughly afſur'd 
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Lab. Tomorrow, Oh! that's ſudden. Spare bim, 


ſpare him. 

He's not prepar'd for death: Even for our kitchins 
We kill the fowl, of ſeaſon; ſhall we ſerve heav'n 
With leſs reſpect, than we do miniſter 
To our groſs ſelves? Loy „good my lord, bethink you : 
Who is it, that hath dy'd for this offence? 
There's many have committed | it, 

Lucio. Ay, well ſaid. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, cho it bath fepe: 
Thoſe many had not dar'd to do that evil, 
If the firſt man, that did th* edi infringe, 
Had anſwer'd for his deed. Now, tis awake; 
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glaſs that ſhews what future evils, 
Or new, or by remiſsneſs new-conceiv'd, 
And ſo in progreſs to be hatch'd and born, 
Are now to have no ſucceſſive degrees; 
But here they live, to end. 

_ 1jab. Yet ſhew ſome pity. 

Ang. I ſhew it moſt of all, WR 1 thaw juſtice 
For then I pity thoſe, I do not know; 
Which a diſmiſs'd offence would after gaul ; | 
And dothim right, that, anſwering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be ſatisfy'd ; 
Your brother dies to morrow ; be content. 

Lab. So you mult be the firſt, that Sives this * 

. 

And he, that ſuffers: oh, 'tis excellent 
o have a giant's ſtrength; but 1 it is men 
Lo uſe it like a giant. | 

Lucio, That's well ſaid. 

//ab. Could great men thunder 
Az Feve himſelf does, Fowe would ne'er be quiet; : 
For every pelting, petty, officer | 
= ould uſe his heav'n for thunder; 

Nothing but thunder: merciful heav'n! 
"Tt ou ratber with thy ſharp, and ſulph'rous bolt 
Split'ſt the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
I han the foft myrtle : O, but man |! Proud man, 


Dreſt 


4; ao ab , 
8 n 
Nr 3 
* 


Againſt my brother's life. 
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Dreſt in a little brief authority, 
Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd, 
His glaſſy eſſence, like an angry ape, 7 
Plays ſuch fantaſtick tricks before high heav'n, 
As makes the angels weep; who, with our ſpleens, 
Would all themſelves laugh mortal. 

Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, Wench; he will relent; 


He's coming: I perceive't. 


Prov. Pray heav'n, ſhe win him! 
Jab. We cannot weigh our brother with yourſelf: (8) 


Great men may jeſt with Saints; tis wit in them; 
But, in the leſs, foul prophanation. 


Lucio. Thou'rt right, girl; more o' that. 
Iſab. That in the captain's but a cholerick word, 
Which in the ſoldier is flat blaſphemy. Ts 
Lucio, Art avis'd o' that? more on't. 
Ang. Why do you put theſe ſayings upon me? 
{/ab. Becauſe authority, tho? it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itſelf, 
That ſkins the vice 0' th' top: go to your boſom ; 
Knock there, and aſk your heart, what it doth know 
That's like my brother's fault; if it confeſs 
A natural guiltineſs, ſuch as is his, 
Let it not ſound a thought upon your tongue 


n 


Ang. She ſpeaks, and tis fuch ſenſe, 


That my ſenſe breeds with it. Fare you well. 


1/ab. Gentle, my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me: come again to-morrow. 

Jab. au en I'll bribe you: good my lord, turn 
1 | : 


(2) We cannet weigh our Brother with ourſelf.] Why not? 
Tho' this ſhould be the Reading of all the Copies, tis as plain 


2s Light, it is not the Author's Meaning, Iſabella would ſay, 


there is ſo great a Diſproportion in Quality betwixt Lord Angelo 


and her Brother, that their Actions can bear no Compariſon, or 


Equality, together: but her Brother's Crimes would be aggra- 
vated, Angeles Frailties extenuated, from the Difference of 
their Degrees and State of Life, | Mr, Warburton, 


Ang. 
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Ang. How ? bribe me? 
Tab. Ay, with ſuch gifts, that heav'n ſhall ſhare 
with you. 
Lock. You had marr'd all elſe. | 
1/ab. Not with fond ſhekles of the teſted gold, 
Or ſtones, whoſe rate are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them ; but with true prayers, 
That ſhall be up at bear? n, and enter there, 
Ere ſun-riſe : prayers from preſerved ſouls, 
From faſting maids, whoſe minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
Ang. Well; come to-morrow. 
Lucio, Goto; 'tis well; away. 
Laab. Heav'n keep your Honour ſafe! 
Ang. Amen: 
For I am that way going to igtadion, 
Whe de prayers croſs. | 
Jab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall J attend your lordſhip ? 
Ang. At any time fore noon. 
760 Save your Honour ! 2 Lucio and Iſabella, 
Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue. 
What's this? what's this? is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who ſins moſt ? 
Not ſhe ; nor doth ſhe tempt; but it is I, 
That, lying by the violet in the ſun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous ſeaſon. Can it be, 
That modeſty may more hetray our ſenſe, 
Than woman's lightneſs ? having waſte ground enough, | 
Shall we defire to raze the ſanctu 
And pitch our evils there ? oh, fie, fie, fie! 
What doſt thou? or what art thou, Angelo? 
Doſt thou debre her foully, for thoſe things 
That make her good? Oh, let her brother live: 
Thieves for their robbery have authori 
When judges ſteal themſelves. What? do I love ker, 
That I defire to hear her ſpeak again, 
And feaſt upon her eyes? what is't I dream on? 


Oh, cunning enemy, that, to catch a ow ; 
With 


MzAsURE for MRASURE. 325 


With Saints doſt bait thy hook ! moſt dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To fin in loving virtue: ne'er could the ſtrumpet, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 

Once tir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite: Ever 'till this very Now, 
When men were fond, I ſmil'd, and wonder'd how. 


[ Exit, 
SEC E NE changes to a Priſon, 
E ner Duke babited like 2 Friar, and Prove. 


Duke. FAIL to you, Provoſt ! ſo, I think, you are. 
Prov. I am the Proveft; what's your will, 
 _ good Friar ?P 
Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleſt Order, 
I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here in the priſon ; do me the common right 
To let me fee them, and to make me know _ 
The nature of their crimes ; that I may miniſter 
To them accordingly. 


Prov, I would do more than that, if more were | 
needful. 


Enter Juliet. 
Look, here comes one; a gentlewoman of mine; 
Who falling i in the flaws of her own youth, 
Fath bliſter'd her report: ſne is with "child; 
And he, that got it, ſentenc'd: a young man 
More fit to do another ſuch offence, 
Than die for this. 
Dake. When muſt he die? 5 
Prob. As I do think, to-morrow. . 
J have provided for you; ftay a while, [To 7 aliet. 
And you ſhall be conducted. 
Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the fin you carry ? 
„0 I do; and bear the ſhame moſt patiently. 


uke, I'll teach you, how you ſhall arraign your 
conſcience, 
And 
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And try your penitence, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 

Fuliet. I'll gladly learn. 

- Dake. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him, 

Dake. So then, it ſeems, your moſt offenceful act 
Was mutually committed. 

Juliet. Mutually, 

| Dake. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his, 

Juliet. I do confeſs it, and repent it, father. 
Duke, Tis meet ſo, daughter; but repent you not, 
As that the fin hath brought you to this ſhame ? 
Which ſorrow's always tow'rds ourſelves, not heaven ; 

Shewing, we'd not ſeek heaven, as we love it, 
But as we ſtand in fear. 
Juliet. 1 do repent me, as it is an evil; 
And take the ſhame with j joy. 5 
Due. There reſt. 
Vour partner, as J hear, muſt die to morrow, 5 

And 1 am going with inſtruction to him; ; : 
So, grace £2 with you! benedicite., _ [Exit 
Fuliet. Muſt die to-morrow ! oh, injurious love, 
That reſpites me a life, whole very comfort 
Is till a dying horror! 

Prov. "Tis pity + TIC  [Exeunt, 


S C E N E changes to the Palace. 


Enter Angelo. 
Ang. HEN I would pray and think, I think and 


ra 
To ſev'ral ſubjects: 14 'n hath my empty words, 
Whilſt my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Jſabel. Heav'n's in my mouth, 

As if I did but only chew its name; 

And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil 

Of my conception: the ſtate, whereon I ſtudied, 
Fs like a good thing, being often read, 

Grown fear'd and tedious ; yea, my gravity, 


Wherein 
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Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 

Could I with boot change for an idle plume 

Which the air beats for vain, Oh place ! oh form ! 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiſer ſouls 

To thy falſe ſeeming ? blood, thou art but blood: 
Let's write good angel on the devil's horn ; 
Tis not the devil's creſt. AY 


Enter Servant. 


How now. who's there ? — „„ Yo 
Serv. One Jſabel, a ſiſter, deſires acceſs to you. 
Ang. Teach her the way. Oh heav'ns! 

Why does my blood thus muſter to my heart, 

Making both That unable for itſelf, 

And diſpoſſeſſing all my other parts 

Of neceſſary fitneſs? | oh 

So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwoons; 

Come all to help him, and ſo ſtop the air 

By which he ſhould revive: and even ſo 

The gen'ral ſubjects to a well-witht King 

Quit their own part, and in obſequious fondneſs 

Crowd to his prefence, where their untaught love 

Muſt needs appear offence. How now, fair maid ? 


Enter Iſabella. 


1/ab. J am come to know your pleaſure. 
Ang. That you might know it, would much better 
pleaſe me, NES 5 „5 
Than to demand, what 'tis. Your brother cannot hve. 
Jab. Ev'nſo?—Heav'n keep your Honour! [ Going. 
Ang. Yet may he live a while; and, it may be, 
As long as you or I; yet he muſt die. = 
Ijab. Under your ſentence ? EY: 
Ang. Yea. : Fg 
Jab. When, I beſeech you? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or ſhorter, he may be ſo fitted, 
That his ſoul ſicken not. ; N 
Ang. Ha? fie, theſe filthy vices! twere as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature ſtol'n 


» 
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A man already made, as to remit 

Their ſaucy ſweetneſs, that do coin heav'n's image 
In ſtamps that are forbid: *tis all as eaſie, 

Falſely to take away a life true made; 


As to put metal in reſtrained means, 
To make a falſe one. 


Jſab. Tis ſet down ſo in heav'n, but not in earth. 
Ang. And ſay you ſo? then I ſhall poze you quickly. 
Which had you 4 5 that the moſt juſt law 
No took your brother's life; or, to redeem wand 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſs, 
As ſhe, that he hath ftain'd ? 
Diab. Sir, believe this, 
wo W rather give my body than my ſoul. 
I talk not of your ſoul; our compell'd ſins 
88 more for number than actompe. 

Jab. How ſay you? 

Ang. Nay, I'Il not warrant that; for I can ſpeak 
Againſt the thing I fay. Anſwer to this: 
I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a ſentence on your brother's life : 
Might there not be a charity in ſin, 
To ſave this brother's life? 

1/ab. Pleaſe you to do't, 
I'll take it as a peril to my ſoul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas'd you to do't at peril of your foul, 
Were equal poize of fin and charity. 
Jab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav'n, let me bear it ! you, granting my ſuit, 
If that be ſin, I'll make it my morn-pray'r | 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anſwer. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me: 
Your ſenſe purſues not mine: either, you re e ignorant ; 
Or ſeem ſo, craftily ; ; and that's not good. 
ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But 2 to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 

When it doth tax itſelf; as theſe black maſks 


Proclaim 


And ſtrip myſelf to death, as to a bed 
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Proclaim an en- ſhield beauty ten times louder, 
Than beauty could diſplay d. But mark me, 
Jo be received plain, I'll ſpeak more groſs; 

Your brother is to die. "TR 
Luab. So. 3 
Ang. And his offence is fo, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Jab. True. 5 3 

Ang. Admit no other way to ſave his life, 
(As I ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loſs of queſtion, ) that you his ſiſter, 
Finding yourſelf defir'd of ſuch a perſon, | 
Whoſe credit with the judge, or own great place, | 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles | | 
Of the all-holding law); and that there were 
No earthly mean to ſave him, but that either 
You muſt lay down the treaſures of your body 
To this ſuppos'd, or elſe to let him ſuffer ; 
What would you do? ES 5 
ab. As much for my poor brother, as myſelf; 
That is, were J under the terms of death, 
Th' impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubics, 


| 
| 
| 
] 
; 
| 


That longing I've been ſick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to ſhame, 

Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 

ab. And 'twere the cheaper way; 

Better it were, a brother dy'd at once; 

Than that a ſiſter, by redeeming him, 

Should die for ever. 


Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the ſentence, 
That you have flander'd fo ? | 

lab. An ignominious ranſom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houſes ; lawful mercy, ſure, 

Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 
Ang. You ſeem'd of late to make the law a tyrant, 
And rather prov'd the ſliding of your brother 
A merriment, than a vice. 5 

Jab. O pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out, 

To have what we would have, we ſpeak not what we mean : 


0 


— 
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J ſomething do excuſe the thing J hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
Map. We ale SEM. 

Jab. Elſe let my brother die, (9) 
If not a feodary, but only he, 
Owe, and ſucceed by weakneſs! 
Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 
I Jab. Ay, as the glaſſes where they view themſelves ; 
Which are as eaſy broke, as they make forms. | 
Women ! help heav'n ; men their creation mar, . 
In profiting by them: nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are foft as our complexions are, Fo 
And credulous to falſe prints. 
Ang. I think it well; . 
And from this teſtimony of your own ſex, 
(Since, I ſuppoſe, we're made to be no ſtronger, 
Than faults may ſhake our frames) let me be bold : 
I do arreſt your words: be That you are, 
That is, a woman; if you're more, you're none. 
If you be one, as you are well expreſs d 
By all external warrants, ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd livery. 

Jab. I have no tongue but one; gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you, ſpeak the former language. 

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 


(9) Elſe let my Brother dye, | 5 

If not a Feodary, but only He, &c] This is fo obſcure 
a Paſſage, but ſo fine in its Application, that it deſerves to be 
explain'd, A Feodary was One, that, in the Times of Vaſſa- 
lage, held Lands of the chief Lords, under the Tenure of pay- 
ing Rent and Service: which Tenures were call'd Feuda amongſt 
the Goths, This being premiſed, let us come to a Paraphraſe 
of our Author's Words. © We are all frail, ſays Angelo; yes, 
replies Iſabella; if all Mankind were not Feodaries, who owe 
«© what they have to this Tenure of Inbecillity, and who ſucceed 
«© each other by the ſame Teture, as well as my Brother, 1 would 
give him up.” And the comparing Mankind, (who, accord- 
ing to ſome Divines, lye under the Weight of Original Sin) to 
2 Feodary who owes Suit and Service to his Lord, is, I think, 
one of the moſt beautiful Allufions imaginable, 


Mr, Warburtos 
Tab 


MEASURE for MREASURM. 331 


1/ab. My brother did love Juliet; 

And you tell me, that he ſhall die for it. 

Ang. He ſhall not, 1/abe/, if you give me love. 
1/ab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in't, 

Which ſeems a little fouler than it is, 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words expreſs my purpole. | 

 J1/ab. Ha!] little honour to be much believ'd, 


And moſt pernicious purpoſe } ſeeming, ſeeming! — 


I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for't : 
Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an out-ſtretch'd throat, I'll tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. FR 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Jabel? 
My unſoil'd name, th' auſtereneſs of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place 1'th' Rate, 
Will fo your accuſation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle in your own report, 
And ſmell of calumny. I have begun ; 
And now I give my ſenſual race the rein, 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite, 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes, _ 
That baniſh what they ſue for : redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will: 
Or elſe he muſt not only die the death, 
But thy unkindnefs ſhall his death draw out 
To ling'ring ſufferance. Anſwer me to-morrow 3 
Or by th' affection that now guides me moſt, 
I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 
Say what you can; my falſe o'erweighs your true. 

SEE CET ON l [Exit. 

Lab. To whom ſhould I complain? did I tell this, 
Who would believe me? O moſt perilous mouths, 
That bear in them one and the ſelf-ſame tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof; _ 
| Bidding the law make curtſie to their will ; 
| Hooking both right and wrong to th' appetite, 

To follow, as it draws, I'll to my brother. 

Tho' he hath fall'n by prompture of the blood, 


Yet 


| 
' 
' 
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Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up 

Before his ſiſter ſhould her body ſtoop 
To ſuch abhorr'd pollution. „ 

Then, Jſabel, live, chaſte; and, brother, die; 
More than our brother is our chaſtity. 

I'II tell him yet of Angelos requeſt; 

And fit his mind to death, for bis ſoul's Neſt. 


SACCRRMFRULRNNDEATUCSDLMNX d- 
SC E N E, the Priſon, 
Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 


Dux x. 


8⁰ then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo ? 
Claud. The miſerable have no other medicine, 
But only Hope: I've hope to live, and am prepar'd 
to ana. ©: . 
Duke. Be abſolute for death: or death, or life, 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with 
life; (io) =p | | 


(10) | —— Reaſon thus with. Life: 
If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a Thing | 
pat none but Fools would keep.] But this Reading 

1s not only contrary to all Senſe and Reaſon ; but to the Drift 
of this moral Diſcourſe, The Duke, in his aſſum'd CharaQer 
of a Friar, is endeavouring to inſti! into the condemn'd Pri- 
ſoner a Reſignation of Mind to his Sentence ; but the Senſe | 
of the Lines, in this Reading, is a direct Perſuaſive to Suicide : 
I make no Doubt but the Poet wrote, 5 . 
us That none but Fools would reck. 
i. e. care for, be anxious about, regret the Loſs of. 

| | | Mr, . e, 


(Exit. | 


: And, ſeeking death, find life; let it come on. 
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If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing, 


That none but fools would reck ; a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skiey influences ; 

That doſt this habitation, where thou keep'ſt, 
Hourly afflit ; meerly thou art death's fool; 

For him thou labour'ſt by 1 to ſhun, 
And yet runn'ſt tow'rd him ſtill. hou art not noble; 
For all th' accommodations, that thou bear'ſt, 
Are nurs'd by baſeneſs: thou'rt by no means valiant; 
For thou doſt fear the ſoft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. Thy beſt of Reſt is ſleep, 
And that thou oft provok'ſt ; yet groſly fear'ſt 


Thy death, which is no more. Thou'rt not thy ſelf; 
For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thouſand grains 


That iſſue out of duſt. Happy thou art not; 


For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv'ſt to get; 


And what thou haſt forget'ſt. Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effects, 
After the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 
For, like an aſs, whoſe back with ingots bows, 
Thou bear'ſt thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloadeth thee. Friend thou haſt none; 
For thy own bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
The meer effuflon of thy proper loins, ; 
Do curſe the Gout, Serpigo, and the Rheum, 
For ending thee no ſooner, Thou haſt nor youth, nor 
Age ; . | 
But as it A an after-dinner's ſleep, 
Dreaming on both; for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palfied Eld ; and when thou'rt old and rich, 
Thou haſt neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant. What's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? yet in this life 
Lye hid more thouſand deaths; yet death we fear, 
That makes theſe odds all even. N 
Claud. I humbly thank you. 
Fo ſue to live, I find, I ſeek to die; 


Euter 


n 
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Jab. N ho? peace here, grace and good com. 
pany | 


Prov. Who's br come in : the wiſh deſerves a 


welcome. 

Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll viſit you again, 
Claud. Molt holy Sir, I thank you. | 
1/ab. My Buſineſs is a word, or two, with Claudio: 


Prov. And very welcome. Look, ef Ahh here's 


your ſiſter. 
Duke: ” Proveft, a word with. you. 
Prov. As many as you pleaſe... 
Duke. Mtg them to . where 1 ay. be con- 
3 hoes them. 1 Duke and Provol. 
Claud. Now, ſiſter, what s the comfort? 


Jab. Why, as all comforts are; moſt. good in Dec 


Lord Angelo, having affairs to heav'n, 

Intends you for his ſwift ambaſſador ;. + 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting leiger. 
Therefore your beft appointuten, n . ſpeed, 
To morrow you ſet on 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Jab. None, but ſuch ol As, to fave a head, 


To cleave a heart in twain. 


Claud. But is there an? ?!; 3 
ab. Yes, brother, you may live : - 

There is a devihſh mercy in the judge, 

If you'll implore it, that will iree. Your life, 


But fetter you till death. 


Claud. Perpetual durance? 

Iſab. Ay, juſt ; perpetual durance ; a reſtraint, 
Tho' all the world's yaſtidity: you had, , 
To a determin'd ſcope, _ | 

Claud. But in what nature? ; 

1/ab. In ſuch a. ene, as you, conſenting to't, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked, 


Claud. 
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Claud. Let me know the point. 
Jab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio; and 1 quake, 


Leſt thou a fev'rous life ſhould'ſt entertain, 


And ſix or ſeven Winters more reſpet 
Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'i thou die? 
The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion: 
And the poor Beetle, that we tread upon, 


In corp'ral fufferance finds A pang as great, 
As when a Giant dies. 


Claud. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Think you, I can a reſolution fetch 


From flow'ry tenderneſs ? if I muſt die, 
J will encounter darkneſs as a bride, a 


And hug it in mine arme. 

Lab. There ſpake my brother; han: my: father' 5 

grave 

Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muſt 1 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a life 8 
In baſe appliances. This outward-ſainted Deputy, 
Whoſe ſettled viſage and delib'rate word 
Nips youth i'th' head; and follies doth emmew, - 


As faulcon doth the fowl ; ; is yet a devil: 


His filth within being caſt, he would een 
A pond as deep as hell. 


Claud. The Princely Angelo? ? 
Jab. Oh, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 


The damned'ſt body to inveſt and cover 


In Princely guards. Doſt thou think, Claudio, | 
If I would yield him my virginity, T 


Thou might'ſt be freed? I 45 5 


Claud. Oh, heavens ! it cannot "ag 
Tab. Yes, he would give't thee ; from this rank 


offence 
So to offend him Rill. This night's the time 
'That I ſhould do what I abhor to name, 
Or elſe thou dy'ſt to morrow. 
 Claud. Thou ſhalt not do't. -Þ 
{/ab. Oh, were it but my life, 


1d throw it down for your deliverance. 
As frankly as a Pin, t 


2 a — — — — — — 


Claud. 
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Claud. Thanks, deareſt Jabel. 
Jab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow. 
Claud. Ves. Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by th' noſe, 
When he would force it? ſure, it is no ſin; 
Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 
Jab. Which is the leaſt? 
Cuaud. If it were damnable, he being ſo wiſe, 
Why would he for the momentary trick | 
Be perdurably fin'd ? oh 1/abe/ ! 
Th. What ſays my brother? 
Claud. Death's a fearful thing. 
Jab. And ſhamed life a hate al. 
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lye in cold obſtruction, and to rot; 
This ſenfible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted ſpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 
In thrilling regions of thick-ri1bb'd ice; 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, | 
And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 
The pendant world ; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ; tis too horrible! 
The wearieſt an — loathed worldly life, 
That age, ach, penury, impriſonment 
Can lay on nature, is a p 
To what we fear of death. 
Jab. Alas! alas! 
Claud. Sweet ſiſter, let me kve c 
What fin you do to ſave a brother's life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed ſo far, EA 
That it becomes a virtue. 
Jab. Oh, you beaſt! 
Oh, faithleGs coward | oh, diſhoneſt wretch! 
Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice? 
Is't not a kind of inceſt, to take life 
From thine own ſiſter's ſhame Gabe erage * 
Heav'n grant, my mother plaid my father taw! 
For Por fack a warped ſlip of „deres 
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Ne'er iſſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, periſh ! might my only bending down 
| Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed. 
I'll pray a thouſand prayers for thy death ; 
No word to ſave thee. 
Claud. Nay, hear me, Jabel. 

a, , MEF > 
Thy ſin's not accidental, but a trade; | 
Mercy to thee would prove it ſelf a bawd ; 

'Tis beſt, that thou dy'fi quickly. 

Claud. Oh hear me, H/abella. 

To them, Enter Duke and Provoſt. 

Duke. Vouchſafe a word, young ſiſter; but one 
word. 5 ; 

Jab. What is your will!? 1 6 

Due. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
by and by have ſome ipeech with you: the ſatisfaction 
I would require, is likewiſe your own benefit. Ny 
Lab. 1 have no ſuperfluous leiſure: my ſtay muſt be 
ſtolen out of other affairs: but I will attend you a 
While. 5 * 

Due. Son I have over-heard what hath paſt between 
you and your ſiſter. Angelo had never the purpole to 
corrupt her; only he hath made an aſſay of her vir- 
tue, to. practiſe his judgment with the diipoſition of 
= natures. She having the truth of honour in her, hath 
made him that gracious denial, which he is nioſt glad 

| to receive: I am Confeſior to Angelo. and 1 know this 


to be true; therefore prepare your ſelf to death. Do 
not ſati>fie your reſolution with hopes that are fallible; 


to morrow you muſt die; go to your knees, and make 


Claud Let me ask my ſiſter pardon: I am fo out 


N of love with life, that I will ſue to be rid of it. 


| „ „en ed. 
Duale. Hold you there; farcwel. Proves, a word 
with you. "> +: 

Prov. What's your will, father? 
Vol 4 3 Duie, 
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Due. That now you are come, you will be gone; 
leave me a while with the maid: my mind promiſes with 

my habit, no loſs ſhall touch her by my company. 
Pirow. In good time. [Exit Prov. 
Dufte. The hand, that hath made you fair, hath made 
vou good; the goodneſs, that is cheap in beauty, makes 
beauty brief in goodneſs ; but grace, being the ſoul of 
your complexion, ſhall keep the body of it ever fair. 

The aſſault that Angelo hath made to you, fortune hath 
convey'd to my underſtanding; and but that frailty hath 
examples for his falling, I ſhould wonder at Angelo: 
how will you do to content this Subſtitute, and to ſave 
your brother? ES 8 | i 
Laab. I am now going to reſolve him; I had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my ſon ſhould be un- 
lawfully born. But, oh, how much is the good Duke 
deceiv'd in Angelo? if ever he return, and I can ſpeak 
to him, I will open my lips in vain, or diſcover his 
J TS Eee Gs f 

Duke. That ſhall not be much amiſs ; yet as the mat- |* 
ter now ſtands, he will avoid your accuſation; he made |! 
tryal of you only. Therefore faſten your ear on my 
adviſings: to the love I have in doing good, a remedy 
preſents it ſelf. I do make my ſelf: believe, that you 
may moſt uprightly do a poor wronged lady a merited 
benefit; redeem your brother from the angry law ; do 
no ſtain to your own gracious perſon; and much pleaſe 
the abſent Duke, if, peradventure, he ſhall ever return 
to have hearing of this bufineſs. 15 . 

I ab. Let me hear you ſpeak farther ; I have ſpirit 
to do any thing, that appears not foul in the truth of 
my ſpirit. 1 1 85 e 8 
Duke. Virtue is bold, and Goodneſs never fearful : 
have you not heard ſpeak of Mariana, the ſiſter of Fre- 
derick, the great ſoldier who miſcarried atſea? 
Jab. I have heard of the lady, and good words went 
with her name. | N 
Due. Her ſhould this Angelo have marry'd; was i 
affianc d to her by oath, an the nuptial * 
ween | 
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between whick time of the contract, and limit of the ſo- 
lemnity, her brother Frederick was wreckt at ſea, hav- 
ing in that periſn'd veſſel the dowry of his ſiſter. But 
mark, how heavily this befel to the poor gentlewoman ; 
there ſhe loſt a noble and renowned brother, in his 
love toward her ever moſt kind and natural; with him 

the portion and ſinew of her fortune, her marriage- 
dowry ; with both, her combinate huſband, this well- 
ſeeming Angelo. Wh 5 e 
Jſab. Can this be ſo? did Angelo ſo leave her? 
Dale. Left her in tears, and dry'd not one of them 
with his comfort; ſwallow'd his vows whole, pretend- 
! ing, in her, diſcoveries of diſhonour : in few, beſtow'd 
: her on her own lamentation, which ſhe yet wears for his 
| ſake; and he, a marble to her tears, is waſhed with them, 
but relents not. 

Jab. What a merit were it in death to take this poor 
maid from the world! what corruption in this life, 
that it will let this man live! but how out of this can 
[ſhe avail? N VVT 
Dule. It is a rupture that you may eaſily heal; and 
the cure of it not only ſaves your brother, but keeps 

you from diſhonour in doing it. & 
Lab. Shew me how, good father, 

Duke. This fore mand maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affection; his unjuſt unkindneſs, 
(that in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love,) 
hath, like an impediment in the current, made it more 

_ Violent and unruly, Go you to Angelo, anſwer his re- 

quiring with a plauſible obedience ; agree with his 
demands to the point; only refer yourſelf to this ad- 
vantage : firſt, that your ſtay with him may not be 


ral: 1 long; that the time may have all ſhadow and filence 
Pre- | in it; and the place anſwer to convenience. This be- 


ng granted, in courſe now follows all : we ſhall ad- 
viſe this wronged maid to ſtead up your appointment, 
go in your place; if the encounter acknowledge it ſelf 
hereafter, it may compel him to her recompence ; and 
here by this is your brother ſaved, your Honour un- 
Bs T_T tainted, 
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tainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt 
Deputy ſcaled. The maid will I frame, and make fit 
for his attempt: if you think well to carry this as you 
may, the doubleneſs of the benefit defends the deceit 
from reproof. What think you of t? — 4 
Jab. The image of it gives me content already, 
and, I truſt, it will grow to a moſt proſperous per- 
P . CC 
Duke. It lies much in your holding up; haſte you 
ſpeedily to Angelo; if for this night he intreat you to his 
bed, give him promiſe of ſatisfaction. I will preſently 
to St. Luke's; there at the moated Grange reſides this 
dejected Mariana; at that place call upon me, and dif- 
patch with Angelo, that it may be quickl ). 
 J/ab. I thank you for this comfort: fare you well, 
good father. [Exeunt ſewerally. 


SCENE changes to the Street. 
Re. enter Duke as @ Friar, Elbow, Clown, an Officers. 


Elk. NA., if there be no remedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and ſell men and women 

like beaſts, we ſhall have all the world drink brown and 

white baſtard. A re, 

Duke. Oh, heav'ns! what ſtuff is here? 

Clown. Twas never merry world fince of two uſu- 
Ties the merrieſt was put down, and the worſer allow'd 
by order of law. A furr'd gown to keep him warm, 
and furr'd with fox and lamb-skins too, to fignihe, 
that craft, being richer than innocency, ſtands for the 
facing. %%% ĩ ee wet e 

E 2 Come your way, Sir: bleſs you, good father 
Friar.” 25 8 

Duke. And you, good brother father; what offence 
hath this man made you, Sir? | 

Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law; and, Sir, 
we take him to be a Thief too, Sir; for we have found 


upon 
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upon him, Sir, a e pick lock, which we have ſent 


to the Deputy. 


Duke. Fie, Sirrah, a | bawsd, a withed bawd ! 
The evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Doſt thou but think,. 
What tis to cram a maw, or cloath a back, 
From ſuch a filthy vice ? ſay to thy ſelf, 
From their abominable and beaſtly touches 
I drink, I eat, array my ſelf, and live. (1 1 
Canſt thou believe thy an! is a life, 
So ſtinkingly depending! go mend, mend. 
Cloun. Indeed, it doth ſtink in ſome ſort, Sir; hut 
yet, Sir, I would prove 5 
Duke. Nay if the devil have giv'n | thee proofs for fin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſon, officer; 
Correction and inſtruction mult both work, 
Ere this rude beaſt will profit. 
Eib. He muſt before the Deputy, Sir; he has given 
him warning; the Deputy cannot abide a whore-maſter ; 


if he. be a whore-monger, and comes before him, he 


were as good go a mile on his errand. 


Duke. That we were all, as ſome woold lem to be, 
Free from all faults, as faults from ſeeming free 


Enter Lucio. 


Elb. His neck will come to your waſte, a cord, Sir. 


Cleaun. I ſpy comfort: l cry, bail: here's a gentle- 
man, and a Friend of mine. 


(32) 1drink, I eat away W anfalf, and live.] Thus hitherto in 


all thc Impreffions. This is one very excellent Inſtance of the 
Sagacity of our Editors, and it were to be wiſh'd heartily, 
they would have oblig'd us with their phyſical Solution, how a 


Man can eat away himſelf and live. The ingenious Mr. Biſhep, | 


when we read this Play together, gave me that moſt certain 
Emendation, which I have ſubſtituted in the Room of the for- 
mer fooliſh Reading ; by the help whereof, we have this eaſy 


Senſe ; that the Clown fed himſelf, and put Cloaths on his Back, | 


by exerciling the vile Trade of a Bawd. 
3 Lads 
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Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? what, at the wheels 
of Cæſar? art thou led in triumph? what, is there none 
of Pigmalion's images newly made woman, to be had 
now, for putting the hand in the pocket, and extracting 
it clutch'd ? what reply ? ha? what ſay'ſt thou to this 

tune, matter and method? is't not drown'd i'th' laſt rain? 
ha? "what ſay'ft thou, trot? is the world as it was, man? 
which is the way? is it fad and few words ? or how * 
the trick of it? _ 

' Duke. Still thus and thus; ſtill worſe 3 

Lucio. How doth my dear morſel, thy miſtreſs ? pro- 
cures ſhe ſtill? ha? ? 

Clxwn. Troth, Sir, ſhe hath eaten up all her beef, 
and ſhe is her ſelf in the tab. + 

Lucio. Why, 'tis good; it is the right of it; it mak 


be ſo. Ever your freſh whore, and your powder'd bawd ; 


an unſhunn'd conſequence, | it muſt be ſo. Art going to 
priſon, Pompey? : 
| Clown. Ves, faith, Sir. 
Lucio. Why, tis not amiſs, Pompey : fond; go, ſay, 
I ſent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? or how ? 
Eib. For being a bawd, for being a bawd, 
Lucio. Well, then impriſon him ; if impriſonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, tis his Right. Bawd is he, 
doubtleſs, and of antiquity too; bawd born. Farewel, 
good Pompey : commend me to the priſon, Pompey ; you 
5 1 1 huſband now, Pompey 3 you will keep the 
houſe. i 
a Clovon. I hope, Sir, your yood worſhip will be my 
all. 
Lucio. No indeed, will J not, Pompey; it is "not the 
wear; I will pray, Pompey, to encreaſe your bondage : ; 
if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle is the 
more: adieu, truſty Pompey. Bleis you, Friar. 
Dake. And you, 
Lucio. Does Bridget paint ſtill, Pompey? ha? 
£16. Come your ways, Sir, come. 
_ Clown. You will not bail me then, Sir? 
Lucio. Then Pompey, nor now. What news abroad, 
Friar ? what news ? 25 
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Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come. 
Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey, go: 
3 [Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, Friar, of the-Dute ? 
Dube. I know none: can you tell me of any? : 


Lucio. Some ſay, he is with the Emperor of Rua; 


other Some, he is in Rome: but where is he, think 
you? 


him well. 


Lucio, It was a mad fantaſtical trick of him to teal | 
from the State, and uſurp the beggary he was never born 


to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his abſence ; he puts 
Tranſgreſſion to't „ TIS 
Dake. He does well in't. 


Lucio. A little more lenity to leachery would do no 


harm in him; ſomething too crabbed that way, Friar. 


Duke, It is too general a vice, and ſeverity muſt 


eme it. | EY ho 

| Lucio, Ves, in good ſooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred; it is well ally'd; but it is impoſſible to ex- 
tirp it quite, Friar, till eating and drinking be put 


down. They ſay, this Angelo was not made by man and 
woman after the downright way of creation; is it true, 


think you? . | 
Duke. How ſhould he be made then? | 
Lucio. Some report, a ſea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was got between two ſtock-hſhes. But it is cer- 
tain, that when he makes water, his urine is congeal'd 


ice; that I know to be true: (12) and he is a motion un- 


generative, that's infallible. 


(12)——ard be is a Motion generative ; that's infallible. ] This 
may be Senſe ; and Lucio, perhaps, may mean, that tho' Aa- 
gelo have the Organs of Generation, yet that he makes no 


more Uſe of them than if he were an inanimate Puppet. But 


I rather think, our Author wrote; — and he is a Motion un- 


generative, becauſe Lucio again in this very Scene ſays;— 
this ungenitur'd Agent Teil! unpeople the Prevince with Conti- 


Q 4 Dule. 


gency. 


Duke. I know not where ; but whereſoever, I with 
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Duke. You are pleaſant, Sir, and ſpeak apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a cod piece to take away the life of a 
man; would the Duke, that is abſent, have done this? 
ere be would have hang'd a man for the getting a hun- 
dred baitards, he would have paid for the nurfing a thou- 
ſand. He had ſome feeling of the ſport, he knew the 
ſervice, and that inſtrutied him to merc 

Duke. I never heard the abſent Duke much detected 
for women; he was not inclin'd that wa 

Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'd. 

Duale. Tis not poſſible. 

Lucio. Who, not the Duke ? yes, your . of fifty; 
and his uſe was, to put a ducket in her clack-diſn; the 
Duke had crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, 
that let me inform you. 
Dule You do him wrong, ſurel ). 
Tucio. Sir, I was an inward of his: a ſhy fellow was 

the Duke; and, I believe, I know the cauſe of his with- 
drawing. 
Dake. What, pr'ythee, might be the cauſe? 

Lucio. No: pardon: tis a ſecret muſt be lockt with- 
in the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you under - 
_— the greater file of the ſubject held the . to be 
wiſe 
Date „ why, no queſtion, but he was. a, 
Lucie. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fel. 
ow. 

Due. Either this i is envy in you, folly, or miſtaking : 
the very ftream of his life, and the buſineſs he hath 
belmed, muſt, upon a warranted Need, give him a better 
proclamation. Let him be but teſtimonied in his own 
bringings forth, and he fhall appear to the envious, a 
ſcholar, a ſtateſman, and a ſoldier. Therefore, you 
ſpeak unſkilfully ; or if your knowledge be more, ir is 
much darken'd in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and ! love him. 

Duke Love talks with better knowledge, and know- 
Tedge with dear love, os 

Lucia, 
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Lucio. Come, Sir, I know what I know. 


Duke. I can "I" + believe that, fince you know no t 
u 


what you ſpeak. t if ever the duke return, as our 
prayers are he may, let me deſire you to make your an- 


ſwer before him: if it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you 


have courage to maintain it; I am bound to call upon 
you, and, I pray you, your name? 
duke. 3 1 
Due. He ſhall know you better, Sir, if I may live 
, £6 ; 
Lucio. I fear you not. 


Dake. O, you hope, the duke will return no more; 


or you imagine me too unhurtful an oppoſite; but, 


indeed, I can do you little harm: you'll forſwear this 


again? 9 - | 

Lucio. I'll be hang'd firſt : thou art deceiv'd in me, 
| Friar. But no more of this. Canſt thou tell, if Claugio 
die to-morrow, or no? ( FF 
Due. Why ſhould he die, Sir? 


| Lucio. Why ? for filling a bottle with a tun-diſh : 1 


would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd again ; this 


ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province with con- 
tinency. Sparrows matt not build in his houſe-eaves, 


becauſe they are leacherous. The duke yct would have 


dark deeds darkly anſwered ; he would never bring them 
to light; would he were return'd! Marry, this Clau- 
dio is condemned for untruſſing. Farewel, good Friar ; 
I pry'thee, pray for me: (13) the duke, I ſay to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He's now paſt it; 
yet, and I ſay to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, 
tho' ſhe ſmelt of brown bread and garlick: ſay, that I fad 
fo, farewell. [ Exit. 


(23) The Duke, I ſay to thee again, would eat Mutton on 
Fridays.] This is not meant to impeach the Duke of being an 
ill Carbolick, as tranſgreſſing the Rules of Abſtinence in Diet 
But the Joke, alluded to, will be explain'd by looking back to 
the ſecond Note op The toe. Gentlemen of Verona, e 


Q 5 | Dule. 


Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the 
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Duke. No might nor greatneſs in mortality 

Can cenſure ſcape: back wounding calumny 

The whiteſt virtue ſtrikes. What king ſo ſtrong, 


Can tie the gall up in the fland'rous e! 
But who comes here? 


Enter Eſcalus, Provoſt, dend and Officers. 
Eſcal. Go, away with her to veiſon. 


Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me; your Honour 


15 accounted a-merciful man : good my lord. 


Eſcal. Double and treble admonition, and ſtill forfeit 
in the ſame kind? this would make cy ſwear, and 


play the tyrant. 


Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it 
pleaſe your Honour. 


Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio's information a- 


gainſt me: miſtreſs Kate Keep-down was with child by 


him in the duke's time; he promis'd her marriage; his 


child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and Fa- 


cob: J have kept it educa and fee, how he goes about 
to abuſe me. 


Eſcal. This fellow is a fellow of much licence ; ; let 


him be call'd before us. Away with her to priſon : 
go to; no more words. [Exeunt with the Bawd.] Pro- 
oft, my brother Angelo will not be alter d; Claudio 
muſt die to-morrow : let him be furniſh'd with divines, 
and have all charitable preparation. If my brother 
wrought by my ** it ſnould not be ſo with him. 

Pro. So pleaſe you, this Friar has been with him, 
and advis'd him for the entertainment of death. 

Eſcal. Good even, good father. 

Due. Bliſs and goodneſs on you! 

Eſcal. Of whence are you? 

Duke, Not of this country, tho' my chance i is now 
To uſe it for my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See 
In ſpecial buſineſs from his holineſs. 

Hal. What news abroad i'th' world ? 


Due. 


8 


2 
2 


is only in requeſt; and it is as dangerous to be aged in 


any kind of courſe, as it is virtuous to be conſtant in any 


undertaking. There is ſcarce truth enough alive, to 


make ſocieties ſecure; but ſecurity enough, to make 
fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddle runs the 
wiſdom of the world; this news is old enough, yet it is 


every day's news. I pray you, Sir, of what diſpoſition 


: was the duke ? 


Eſcal. One, that, above all other ſtrifes, 


Contended ſpecially to know himſelf. 


Duke. What pleaſure was he givn to? 


Eſcal. Rather rejoicing to ſee another merry, than 


merry at any thing which profeſt to make him rcoice. 
A gentleman of all temperance, But leave we him to 
his events, with a prayer they may prove proſperous ; 


and let me deſire to know, how you find Claudio pre- 
par'd? I am made to underſtand, that you have lent 


him viſitation. 


Due. He profeſſes to have received no ſiniſter mea- 
ſure from his judge, but moſt willingly humbles him- - 
ſelf to the determination of juſtice ; yet had he fram'd 
to himſelf, by the inſtruction of his frailty, many de- 


ceiving promiſes of life; which I by my good leiſure 


have diſcredited to him, and now is he reſolv'd to die. 
Eſcal. You have paid the heav'ns your function, and 


the priſoner the very debt of your calling. I have la- 
bour'd for the poor gentleman, to the extremeſt ſhore of 


my modeſty ; but my brother Juſtice have I found ſo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd me to tell him, he is indeed 


Juſtice. Cs be 
Duke, If his own life anſwer the ſtraitneſs of his pro- 


ceeding, it ſhall become him well; wherein if he chance 


to fail, he hath ſentenc'd himſelf. : „ 
Eſcal. I am going to viſit the priſoner; fare you well. 


7 : ER Rs + 78 

Duke, Peace be with you! | 
He, who the ſword of heav'n will bear, 
: Should 
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Duke. None, but that there is ſo great a fever on 
goodneſs, that the diſſolution of it muſt cure it. Novelty | 
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Should be as holy as ſevere: 

Pattern in himſelf to know, 

Grace to ſtand, and virtue go; 

More nor leſs to others paying, 

Than by ſelf offences weighing. _ 

Shame to him, whoſe cruel ftriking f 

Kills for faults of his own liking. 

Twice treble ſhame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow} 

Oh, what may man within him hide, 
Tho' angel on the outward fide | F: 

How may that likeneſs, made in crimes, 

Making practice on the times, 8 

Draw with idle ſpiders' ftrings 

Moſt pond'rous and ſubſtantial things kf. 

Craft againſt vice J muſt apply. 

With Angelo to night ſhall lye p 
His old betrothed, but deſpis'd ; 

So Giſguiſe ſhall by th' diſgute'd 

Pay with falſhood falſe exaQiing : 


And perform an old contracting. [Exit. 
SRO ee 


12 * 
SCENE, A Grange. 
Enter Mariana and Boy ſinging. 
TL EIT Ws 
AK E, oh, take thoſe lips away, 
That ſo fweetly were forſwworn ; 
And thoſe cn, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſ lead the morn; 
Byt my kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of love, but feal'd in vain. | 
| Enter 
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Enter Duke. 
Mari. Break off thy ſong, and hafte thee quick away : 


Here comes a man of comfort, whoſe advice 

Hath often ſtill'd my brawling diſcontent. 

I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiſh, 

You had not found me here ſo muſical : 

Let me excuſe me. and believe me ſo, | 

My mirth is much diſpleas'd, but pleas'd my woe. 

Dake. Tis good; tho' muſick oft hath ſuch a charm 

To make bad, good; and good provoke to harm, 

I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquir'd for me 
here to day? much upon this time, have I promis'd 

here to meet. 3 2 hs 5 

Mari. You have not been enquir'd after: I have fate 

here all day. e 
= Enter Iſabel. 


Duke. I do conſtantly believe you: the time is come, 
even now. I ſhall crave your forbearance a little; may 
be, I will call upon you anon for ſome advantage to 
vour ſelf. V 1 
Mari. I am always bound to you. [Exit. 
Duke. Very well met, and welcome: 
What is the news from this good deputy ? > 
7ab. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick, 
Whoſe weſtern fide is with a vineyard backt; 
And to that vineyard 1s a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads; 
There, on the heavy middle of the night, 5 
Have I my promiſe made to call upon him. | 
Duke, But ſhall you on your knowledge find this 
| way? - Tanks. | OD 
7/ab. T've ta'en a due and wary note upon't ; 
With whiſp'ring and moſt guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did ſhew me 
The way twice 0'er. 


Duke. . 
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Due. Are there no other tokens 

Between you greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
Jab. No: none, but only a repair i'th' dark: 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt tay 

Can be but brief; for I have made him know, 

I have a ſervant comes with me alonſgʒ, 

That ſtays upon me; whoſe perſuaſion is, 

I come about my brother. 
Duke. Tis well born up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 

A ward of this. What, hoa! within come forth! 


Enter N 


I pray you, be acquainted with this waid ; 
She comes to do you good. 
Jab. I do deſire the like. 
Duke. Do you perſuade your ſelf that I reſpect you? 
Mari. Good Friar, 1 know you do; and I have 
found it. 
Duale. Take then chis your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a ſtory ready for your ear: 
I ſhall attend your leiſure ; but make haſte ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari, Wilt pleaſe you walk afide ? 
[Exeunt Mar. and Iſab. 
Duke. O place and greatneſs ! millions of falſe eyes 
Are ſtuck upon thee: volumes of report 
| Run with theſe falſe and moſt contrarious queſts 
Upon thy doings : thouſand ſcapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreams, 
And rack thee in their fancies ! welcome: how agreed! 1 


Re-enter Mariana, and Iſabel. 


© teh. She'll take the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you adviſe it. 
Due. Tis not my conſent, 
But my intreaty too. 
Lab. Little have you to ſay, 3 
8 When 
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When you depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
4 Remember now my brother. 
Mari. Fear me not. 
Dake. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you n not at all: 
He is your husband on a pre: contract; 
To bring you thus together, tis no ſin; ; 
Sith that the juſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us go; 
Our corn's to reap; for yet our tilth's to ſow. (14) [Exe. 


8 CEN E changes to the Priſon. 


Enter Provoſt aud Clown. 


Pro. FAO ME hither, ſirrah: can you cut off a man's 

head? 

 Chwn. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can: bat if 
he be a marry'd man, he is his wife's head, and I can 
never cut off a woman's head. : 

Prov. Come, Sir, leave me your ſnatches, and yield 
me a direct anſwer. To morrow morning are to die 
Claudio and Barnardine: here is in our priſon a common 
executioner, who in his office lacks a helper ; if you 
will take it on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall redeem you from 
your gyves; if not, you ſhall have your full time of 
impriſonment, and your deliverance with an unpitied 
_ whipping ; for you have been a notorious bawd. 

Cl:won, Sir, I have been an unlawfal bawd, time 
out of mind, but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman : I would be glad to receive ſome inſtruction 
from my fellow. partner. 

Prov. What hoa, Abhorſon“ where's Abho: ſar, there? 


Enter Abhorſon. 
Abhar. Do you call, 573 
(14) . yet our tythe? s to ſoxw.] It muſt be Tilth ; 
that is, our Tillage is yet to be made; our Grain is yet to be 


put in the Ground; the Project, from which we expect to 
profit in the Abe, is ſtill to be put in hand. 


oY 
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Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to morrow 
in your execution; if you think it meet, compound 


with him by the year, and let him abide here with you; 
if not, uſe him for the prefent, and diſmiſs him. He 


cannot picad his eſtimation with you, he hath been Aa 


bawd. 


our myſtery. 
Prov. Go to, Sir, hos weigh equally ; ; a feather will 


turn the ſcale. | [LExit. | 

| Chwn. Pray, Sir, by your good favour ; the, ſure- 
| ly, Sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging look ; ) do you call, Sir, your occupation a 


| myſtery ? 

Abbor. Ay, Sir; a err. 

Clown. Painting Sir, I have heard ſay, i is a myſtery ; ; 
and your whores, Sir, being members of my occupation, 


uſing painting, do prove my occupation a myſtery : but 


What myſtery there ſhould be in banging, if I ould be 
hang'd, I cannot imagine. 
Abbor. Sir, it is a myſtery, 


Clown. Proof 
Abhor. (15) "HAY true man's apparel fits your thief, 


clown : If it be too little for your true man, your 
Thief thinks i it big ** If it be too big for your 


(15) Abhor. | Ewery true Man' s Apparel fits your - Thief. 


Clown. If it be too little for your Thi:f, your true Man 


thinks it big enough, If it be tas big for your Thief, your 
Thief thinks it little enough : fo every true Man's Apparel 
Fes your Thief. ] This is a very notable Paſſage, as it ſtands 
in all the Editions; but, I dare ſay, is notably corrupted ; and 
both the Speeches, and the Words, ſhufficd and miſplaced, 
What! does the Clown ask Proof, how the Hangman's Trade 


is a Myſtery ; and, ſo ſoon as ever Abborſon advances his Theſis 
to prove it, the Clown takes the Argument out of his Mouth, 
and perverts the very Tenour of it? I am ſatisfied, the Poet 


intended a regular Sy/log:ſm; and 1 ſubmit it to judgment, 
whether my Regulation has not reſtor'd that Wit, and Humour 


which was $ quite loſt in the Deptavation. 


Abhor. A bawd, Sir? fie upon him, he will diſcredit ; 


_ 
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true man, your thief thinks it little enough; ſo every 


true man's apparel fits your thief. 


Re-enter Provoſt. 


Prov. Are you agreed? 
 Chwn. Sir, I will ſerve him: for 1 * find, your 


hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd; he 
_ doth oftner ask forgiveneſs. 


Prov. You, firrah, provide your block and your ax 
to morrow, four o clock. 


Abhor. Come on, bawd, I will inſtruct thee in my 


trade; follow. 


Clown, I da deſire to learn, Sir; and I hope, if you 
have occaſion to uſe me for your own turn, you (16) 
ſhall find me yare : for, truly, Sir, for your kindneſs 1 
owe you a good turn. Eil. 

Prov, Call hither Barnardine, and Claudio: 

One has my pity; not a jot the other, 


; Being a murth' rer, tho he were my brother. 


Enter Claudio. 


Look, here 5 the warrant, Claudio, for EL death: 
_ Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 


Thou muſt be made immortal. Where's Barnardine ? 
Claud. As faſt lock'd up in ſleep, as guiltleſs labour 
When it lyes ſtarkly in the traveller's bones: : 
He'll not awake. _ 
Prov. Who can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare your ſelf. [Ex. Claud.] But, hark, 
what noiſe ? [ Knock — 
Seay” n give your ſpirits comfort ow and by; 


EC 


: (16) You ſhall find me yours 3] This Reading, I bellies, was 
firſt Mr. Rowe's ; and conſequently adopted by the }-t Editor, 
The old Books have it, You ſhall find me y are. -Very little 


Sagacity might have infiru&ed them, that the Corruption is _ 


only in the Apoſtrophe ; - and that the Poet's Word was yarez 


i. e. dextrous in the Office; a Word very frequent i in our Au- 
they” s Writings, | ; 
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I hope, it is ſome pardon, or reprieve, 
For the moſt gentle Claudio. Welcome, father. 


5 Enter Duke. | 
Duke. The beſt and wholſom'ſt ſpirits of the night 


, Invellop you, good Proweft who call'd here of late 15 


rod. None, ſince the curphew rung. 

Duke. Not Jſabel? 
Prov, No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 

Duke. There is ſome in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Dake. Not ſo, not ſo; his life is parallel d 
Ey n with the ſtroak and line of his great juſtice ; 
He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue i 
That in himſelf, which he ſpurs on his pow'r 
To qualifie in others. Were he meal'd 


With that, which he correQs, then were he tyrannous ; 


But this being ſo, he s juſt. Now they are come. 
[Knock again. Provoſt goes out. 
This is a gentle Provoft ; - ſeldom, when 
The ſteeled goaler is the friend of men. 
How now ? what noiſe? that ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th' unreſiſting poſtern with theſe ſtrokes. 

| [Provoſt returns. 
Prov. There he muſt ſtay, until the officer 

Ariſe to let him in; he is call'd up. 
Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudi yet, 
But he muſt die to morrow ? 

Prov. None, Sir, none. | 

Duke. As near the dawning, Proveft, as it is, 
Vou ſhall hear more ere morning. 
Prov. Happily, 

You ſomething know ; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand; no ſuch example have we: 
Beſides, upon the very ſiege of juſtice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the publick ear 
Profeſt the contrary. 


Enter 


— 
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5 Enter a Meſſenger, 
Duke, This is his lordſhip's man. 
Prov. And here comes Clandio's pardon. 


Meß. My lord hath ſent you this note, and by me this 


further charge, that you ſwerve not from the ſmalleſt ar- 


ticle of it, neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 
Good merrow ; for as I take it, it is almoſt day. 
Prov. I ſhall obey him. [Exit M. Senger. 


Duale. This is his pardon, purchas'd by ſuch ſin, 


For which the pardoner himſelf is in: 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 
When it is borne in high authority; . 
When vice makes mercy, mercy's ſo extended, 


That, for the fault's love, is th* offender friended. 


Now, Sir, what news? 


Prov. I told you: lord Angelo, be- like, thinking me 


remiſs in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted 
putting on; methinks, ſtrangely; for he hath not us'd 
it before. © FFF 


Dude. Pray you, let's hear. 
118235 Provoſt reads the letter. 


Whatſoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio 
be executed by four of the clock, and in the afternoon Bar- 
nardine : for my better ſatisfaction, let me have Claudio's 
bead ſent me by fre. Let this be duly perform'd, with a 
thought that more depends on it than we muſt yet deliver. 
Thus fail not to do yaur office, as you will anſwer it at 
your peril. 1 N = 
What ſay you to this, Sir? | 
Due. What is that Barnardine, who is to be executed 
in the afternoon ? - | | i oy 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nurſt up and bred z 


one, that is a priſoner nine years old. 


Dude. How came it, that the abſent Duke had not 
either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him? J 
have heard, it was ever his manner to do ſo. F 
| 4 1 Fro. 


— - 0 
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Prov. His friends ſtill wrought repricves for him, 
and, indeed, his fact, 'till now in the government of 


lord Angelo. came not to an undoubtful proof. 


Duke. I it now apparent? 
Prov. Moſt maniteſt, and not deny'd by himſelf. 
| Dakc. Hath he born himſelf penitent in 1 how 


ſeen.s he to be touch'd ? 


Prov, A man that apprehends death no more dread. 
fully, but as a drunken ſleep; careleſs, reckleſs, and fear. 


let: of what's paſt, preſent, or to come; inten of 


mortality, and deiperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none ; he hath evermore had 
the hberty of the priſon : give him leave to eſcape 
"hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if 
nor many days entirely drunk. We have very oft a+ 


wak'd him, as if to carry him to execution, and ſhew'd 


him a ſeeming warrant * it; it hath not AY him 


at all. 


Duke. More of him anon. There 1s written in your 


| brow, Proveft, honeſty and conſtancy; if 1 read it not 
truly, my ancient ſkill beguiles me; but in the boldneſs F 
of my cunning, I will lay myſelf in hazard. Claudio, 


whom here you have warrant to execute, is no greater 
forfeit to the law than Angelo, who hath fentenc'd 
him. To make you underſtand this in a manifeſted 
effect, I crave but four days reſpite; for the which 


you are to do me both a preſent and a dangerous 
a 


Prov. Pray, Sir, in what? 
Dake. In the delaying death. 


Prov. Alack ! how may I do it, having the hs h- 
mited, and an expreſs command, under penalty, to de- 


liver his head in the view of Angelo ? I may make my 


Cale as C/audio's, to croſs this in the ſmalleſt. 


Due. By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, if 
my inſtructions may be your guide: let this Barnar- | 
dine be this morning executed, and his head borne to 


Angels. 
b Prov. 


28 1 ˙W — ads „ Ke 
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Prov. Angelo hath ſeen them both, and will diſcover 

n, the favour. 
of Duke. Oh, death's a great diſguiſer, and you may 
add to it; ſhave the head, and tie the beard, and ſay it 
was the deſire of the penitent to be ſo barb'd before his 
death; you know the courſe is common. If any thing 
W fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good for- 


tune; by the Saint whom I protets,: I will plead againſt | 
d- it with my life. 


r- | Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is againſt my 
of £- oath... 54 
5 | Duke. Were you ſworn to the Duke, or to the de- 
uty ? | | 
ad 2 Prov. To him, 1 to his ſubſtitutes. 
pe Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if 
if | the Duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing? 
a Prov. But what likeithood is in that? ; 
d _ Duke. Not a reſemblance, but a certainty, Yet fince | 


im I ſee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
my perſuaſion, can with eaſe attempt you, I will go 

pur further than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. 

10t Look you, Sir, here is the hand and ſeal of the Duke; 


eſs you know the 3 I doubt not; and the fignet 1 is 
io, not ſtrange to 


—— > 
Et th Ae” + 


ter Prov. I knw them both. f 
c'd Duke. The contents of this is the return of ü the Duke; 
ted you ſhall anon over read it at your pleaſure ; where you 
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ich ſnall find, withm theſe two days he will be here. This 
is a thing, which Angelo knows not, for he this very 
day receives letters of ſtrange tenor ; perchance, of the 
Duke's death ; perchance, of his entering into ſome mo- 
naſtery ; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, * 


A EE REED — 


— 


h- the unfolding ſtar calls up the ſhepherd ; put not yourſelf 
de- into amazement how theſe things ſhould be ; all difficul- 
my ties are but eaſie, when they are known. Call your exe- 
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cutioner, and off with Barnardine's head: I will give 
him a preſent ſhrift, and adviſe him for a better place. 
Yet you are amaz'd, but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you. 
Come away, it is almoſt clear dawn, . Dy 
ner 
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Enter Clown, | 
Clown. Iam as well acquainted here, as 12 was in our 


houſe of profeſſion ; one would think, it were: miſtreſs 


ones own. houſe; for here be many of her old 


kayo: Firſt, here's young Mr. Raſh; he's in for a 


_ commodity of brown pepper and old ginger, nineſcore 
and ſeventeen. pounds; of which he made five marks 


ready mony : marry, then, ginger was not much in re- 
queſt : for the old women were all dead. Then is there 


here one Mr, Caper, at the ſuit of maſter Three- Pile the 
mercer; for ſome four ſuits of peach-colour'd ſattin, 


which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here 
young D:zzy, and young Mr. Deep-veow, and Mr. Cop- 
per-/pur, and maſter Starve-/acty the rapier and dagger- 


man, and young. Drop-heire that kill'd luſty Pudding, 


and Mr. Forthlight the tilter, and brave Mr. Shoozy the 
great traveller, and wild Ha/f-canne that ſtabb'd Pots, 
and, I think, forty more; all great doers in our trade, 


and are now in for the Lord's ſake. 


Enter Abh orſon. 


bor. 883 bring Hen bither.. 3 

Clown. Maſter Barnardine, you muſt riſe and be 
hang'd, maſter Barnardine. 

Abbor. What, hoa, Barnardine ! 


Barnar. [within.| A pox o' your throats; who makes 


that noiſe there? what are you? 


. Vour friend, Sir, the hangman: you muſt be 
Sir, to riſe, and be put to death. | 
10 (vit hin.] Away, you rogue, away; I am 


1 Tell him, he muſt awake, and that quickly 


| Clown. Pray, maſter Nene bes, awake 'll you are 
executed, and ſleep afterwards. 
Aber. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 


Cboaun. He is coming, Sir, he is ng 1 hear the 
Rraw ruſtle, 


E nter 


re 


your prayers : 
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Enter Bernartine. 


Ab bor. Is the ax upon the block, Sirrah E 
Clown. Very ready, Sir. | 

Bas nar. How . Abhorſon ? what $ the: news with 

ou?! = 
: Abhor. Truly, Sir, I would deſire you to clap into 
or, look you, the warrant's come, 
Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, 

1 am not fitted for't. | 

Clown. Oh, the better, Sir; for he that drinks all 
night, and is hang'd betimes in the A may lleep 


the ſounder all the next day. 


Enter Duke. 


Pp"? BY "Took ya Sir, here comes your ghoſtly fa. 
ther; do we jeſt now, think you? 
Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing Haw | 
haſtily you are to depart, I am come to adviſe you, | 
comfort you, and pray with you. 
Barnar. Friar, not I: I have been tricking hard all 


night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or they 
ſhall beat out my brains with billets : I will not. conſent 


to die this day, that's certain. ; 
Duke. Oh, Sir, you muſt; and therefore, 1 beſeech 
you, look forward on the journey you ſhall go. 85 
Barnar. I ſwear, 1 will not die to day for any man's 
erſuaſion. 
Duke. But hear 7 
Barnar. Not a word: if you have any thing to * | 
to me, come to my ward ; for tins will not I to 
day. | Exit. 


Enter Provoſt. 


Duke. Unße to live, or die: oh, el heart! 
After him, fellows : bring him to the block. 
Prov. Now, Sir, how do you find the priſoner ? 
Duke, A creature unprepar d, unmeet for death ; , 
9 
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And, to tranſport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 
Prov. Here in the priſon, father, | 

There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever 

One Ragozine, a moſt notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio's years; his beard, and head, 
Juſt of his colour: What if we omit 

This reprobate, till he were well inclin'd ; 

And ſatisfie the deputy with the viſage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 
Due. O, tis an accident, that heav'n provides: 
Diſpatch it preſently ; the hour draws on - 
Prefixt by Angels : ſee, this be done, 


And ſent according to command; while 


Perſuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
Prov. This ſhall be done, good father, preſently 

But Barnardine muſt die this afternoon :; ES 5] 
And how ſhall we continue Clhandia, 
To ſave me from the danger that 7 come, 

If he were known alive? 
Dute. Let this be done: 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine 6 Clauda: 
Ere twice the ſun hath made his journal greeting 
To yonder generation, you ſhall had. 
Your ſafety manifeſted. * 
Prov. I am your free dependent. 
Dule. Quick, diſpatch, and lend the head to 1 
| £ 2 [Exit Provelt. 
Now will! write letters to An KY ; Fe. 
(The Provoſt, he ſhall bear cha: ) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſs to him, I am near at home; 
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter poblickly : him I'll deſire 8 
To meet — at the K ee fount, 
A league below the city. and from thence, 
By cold gradation and weal- balanced ters 


Ve ſhall proceed with _—_ 1 


Enter 
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Enter ee 


Prov. Here is the head, T'll carry it myſelf. 
Due. Convenient is it: make a ſwift return; 
For I would commune with you of ſuch things, 
That want no ears but yours. e 
Prov, I'll make all ſpeed. [Exit. 
Jab. [within.) Peace, hoa, be here! 
Duke. The tongue of 1/abe/——She comes to know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ign'rant of her good, 
To make her heav'nly comforts of deſpair, 
When it is leaſt expected. 


Enter Iſabel. 


Jab. Hoa, by your leave. 
Duke; Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 
Tab. The better, | hy me by ſo holy a man: 
Hath yet the deputy ſent my brother's pardon ? 
Dale. He hath releas'd him, 1/abel, from the world; 
His head is off, and ſent to Angels. 
Lab. Nay, but it is not ſo. 
Duke. It is no other, | 
Shew your wiſdom, daughter, in your cloſeſt patience, 
Jab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 
Duke. You ſhall not be admitted to his fight. 
Jab. Unhappy Claudio! wretched abel! 
Injurious world! moſt damned Angelo! bd 
Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot: : 
Forbear it therefore, give your cauſe to heav'n : 
Mark, what 1 ſay ; which you ſhall Ry and 
By ev'ry ſyllable a faithful verity. | 
The Duke comes home to-morrow ; dry your . : 
One of our convent, and his confeſlor, 
Gives me this inſtance: already he hath carry'd | 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, | 
Whe do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
Vor. I. R There 
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There to give up their pow'r. If you can, pace your 
wiſdom | 

In that good path that I would wiſh it go, 
And you ſhall have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And gen'ral honour, | 

| Tſfab. I'm directed by you. 
Duke. This letter then to Friar Peter give; 
»Tis That he ſent me of the Duke's return: 
Say, by this token, I deſire his company 
At Mariana's houſe to night. Her cauſe and yours 
Il perfect him withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke, and to the head of Ange/o 
Accuſe him home, and home. For my poor ſelf, 
I am combined by a ſacred vow, . 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; truſt not my holy Order, 
If I pervert your courſe. Who's here:? 

„ Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Good even; > 
Friar, where's the Proveft? 
Dute. Not within, Sir. 


— 


Lucia. Oh, pretty Jabella, I am pale at mine heart, 


to ſee thine eyes ſo red; thou muſt be patient; I am 
fain to dine and ſup with water and bran; I dare not 
for my head fill my belly: one fruitful meal would ſet 
me tot. But they ſay the Duke will be here to-morrow, 
By my troth, abel, I lov'd thy brother: if the old fan- 


taſtical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had 


DJ. l -, 14 let Fen. 
Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous. little beholden to 
your reports; but the beſt is, he lives not in them. 


** Lucio. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke ſo well 


as I do; he's a better woodman, than thou tak'ſt him 
bas. -. | 


Duke. Well; you'll anſwer this one day. Fare ye 
By TCuucio. 


E "x 
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Lucio. Nay, tarry, I'll go along with thee: I can tell 
thee pretty tales of the Duke. 
Duke. You have told me too many of him already, 
Sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough. 
Lucio, 1 was once before him for gettin ga wench with 


child, 


Dake. Did you ck a thing Þ 
Lucio. Yes, marry, did I; but I was fun 0 to "TE 


it; they would elle have marry' d me to the rotten 


medlar. 
Duke. Sir, Your, company is fairer than honeſt : reſt 


vou well. 


Lucio, By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane 8 
end: if bawdy talk offend you, well have very little of 
it; nay, Friar, 1 am a kind of er 1 ſhall ſtick. | 

8 Exeunt. 
8 C E N E changes to the Palace. 


Enter Kondo ant Eſcalus. 
\VERY letter, he hath writ, hath alf ouch d 


. 

In moſt uneven and diſtratted manner. His ace 
a Thew much like to madneſs : pray heav'n, his wiſ- 
dom be not tainted! and why meet him at the gates, 
and deliver our authorities there? 

Eſcal. I gueſs net. 5 
Ang. And why ſhould we proclaim i it in an honed be- 
fore his entering, that if any crave redreſs of inj Juſtice, 
they ſhould exhibit their petitions in the ſtreet 

Eſcal. He ſhews' his reaſon for that; to have a diſ- 
patch of complaints, and to deliver us from devices 
ned nh which ſhall then have no power to ſand a- 

ainſt us. 
a Ang. Well; I beſeech you, let it be proclaim'd be- 


times ith” morn ; I'll call you at your houſe : ' give 


8 N to ſuch men of fort and ſuit, as are to meet 
= 


Eſeal. 1 ſhall, Sir ; fare you Well. (Exit. 
K-8 _ 
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Ang. Good night. We 

This Tos unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured maid! 
And by an eminent body, that enforc'd _ | 
The law againſt it ! but that her tender ſhame 

Will not proclaim againſt her maiden loſs, | 
How might ſhe tongue me ? yet reaſon dares her: (17) 
For my authority bears a credent bulk ; 

That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He ſhould hve li d, 

Save that his riotous youth; with dangerous ſenſe, 

Might in the times to come have ta'en ee 1555 

By ſo receiving a diſhonour'd life, | 

Wich ranſom, of ſuch ſhame... "Would yet, he had liv'd! 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 3 

* goes 8 we would, and we would not. 

SS [Exir. 


O © E N E 4510 to the Fields without the Now 


Enter Duke is his own. Eabis, and Friar N 


Dale. H E SE letters at fit time A me. A 

The Prowaſt knows our purpoſe, and our 
plot: 

The matter being a foot, keep your inſtruction, = 

And hold you ever to our ſpecial drift; _ | 

Tho' ſometimes you do blench from this to that, 

As cauſe doth miniſter; go, call at Flavius bouſe, E 

And tell him, where I ſtay; give the like notice 

Unto FValentius, Rowland, and to Craſſus, R 

And bid them bring the 1 o * s 

But ſend me Flawius firſt. A) 

Peter. It ſhall be ſpeeded well | [Exit Friar. 


| rd. — get Refs dares . 1 The old Folio L 
r:ag, yet Reaſon dares ber 0. — perhaps, dares ber Note: 
i. e. n her Voice; frights her from 8 


Enter 
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1 I ha "RY 2 arrius; thou haſ made good 
| haſte; 
Come, we will walk. There's chats of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Parrius. [Exeunt. 


Enter Iſabella and Mariana. 


1/; x To ſpeak: ſo indirectly, I am loth : 

I'd 1 the truth; but to accuſe him ſo, 

That is your part; yet Im advis'd to do it, 

He ſays, t'availful purpoſe. (18) 

Mari. Be rul'd by him. 

ab. Beſides, he cells me, that if ene 1 

Hle ſpeak againſt me on the adverſe ſide, 

T ſhould not think it ſtrange; for tis a phy ſick, 

That's bitter to ſweet end. 
Mari. I would, Friar Peter 
Jab. Oh, peace; the Friar is come. 


E nter Peter. 


Peter. Come, I have found you out a ſtand moſt i 
Where you may. have ſuch vantage on the Duke, 
He ſhall not paſs you. Twice have the trumpets 
ſounded; | 
The generous and graveſt citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke is entring: therefore hence, away. [Excunt. 


(18) He ſays to. vail full purpoſe. Thus the old Copies. 1 
don't know what Idea our Editors form'd to themſelves, ot 
vailing full purpoſe: but, I'm perſuaded, the Poet meant, as 1 
have reftor'd ; wiz, to a Purpoſe that will ſtand us in | toad, | 
1 will profit us. 


ee 


"SE | A OT 
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S eee 


A 'C” T v. 
SCENE, A publick Place near the City. 


Enter Duke, Varrius, | Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, 
Lucio, ane Citizens at en Doors. 


Bs: 


Y very 1 couſin, fairly met; 
Our old and faithful friend, we're glad to fee 
you. 
Arg. and Eſcal. Happy return be to your royal Grace! 
Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both: 
We've made enquiry of you, and we hear 
Such goodneſs of your juſtice, that our ſoul 
| Cannot but yield you forth to publick thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. == 
Ang. You make my bonds fill greater. 
Dake. Oh, your deſert ſpeaks oud ; : and I ſhould 
wrong it, | 
To lock it in the wards of covert bofow, 
When it deſerves with characters of brafs 
A forted reſidence, gainſt the tooth of time 
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 
And let the ſubjects ſee, to make them know 
That outward courteſies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. Come, £/eatus ; 
You muſt walk by us on our other hand: © 
And $900 ſupporters are you. [4s the Duke is going out, 


Enter Peter and Iſabella. 
Peter. Now is your time : ſpeak loud, and kneel be- 
fore him. 


1/ab. Juſtice, O royal Duke ! vail your re ard 
Upon a wrong d, I'd fain have laid, a mai 


Oh, 


fill it up, as I have done. I have reftor'd an infinite Num- 
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Oh, worthy Prince, diſhonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And given me juſtice, juſtice, juſtice, juſtice. 

Duke. NR your wrongs ; ; in what, by WHO) ? be 


357 


Here is lord pA clo ſhall give you Juſtice ; 3 
Reveal yourſelf to him. 
Jab. Oh, worthy Duke, 
You bid me ſeek „en of the devil: 
Hear me yourſelf, for that which I muſt ſpeak 
Muſt either puniſh me, not being believ'd, 
Or wring redreſs from you: oh, hear me, hear me, 
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm: 
She hath been a ſvitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by courſe of juſtice! 
1 you. Courſe of juſtice! 
And ſhe will ſpeak moſt bitterly, and firange. (19). 
15 Moſt hands, but yet moſt truly, will I peak; ; 
Tr Angelo's forſworn, is it not ſtrange ? 
"That Angelos a murth'rer, is't not ſtrange ? 
That Angelo is an adult'rous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violater ; 
Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrange ? 
Duke, Nay, it is ten ye, ſtrange. 
Jab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true, as it is ſtrange : 
Nay, it is ten times truer ; for truth 1 is truth 
To th' end of reckoning. 
Duke. Away with her: poor ſoul, 
She ſpeaks this in th' infirmity of ſenſe. 


. _ (19) And ſbe will fprak moſt bitterly. } Thus is the Verſe left 
imperfect by Mr. Rowe and Mr. Pope; tho* the old Copies: all 


ber of ſuch Paſſages racitly from the firſt Impreſſions ; but 1 

thought proper to take notice, once for all, here, that as 

Mr. Pepe follows Mr. Rowwe's Edition in his Errors and Omiſ- 

Fons, it gives great Suſpicion, notwithſtanding the pretended 

Eollation of Copies, that Mr. Pope, for the Generality, took 
Mr. Roto 8 Edition as his Guide. 
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1/ab. O Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ft - 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou negle& me not; with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madneſs. Make not impoſlible 
That, which but ſeems unlike; 'tis not impoſlible, 
But one, the wicked'ſt caitiff on the ground, 
May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juſt, as abſolute, 
As Angelo; even ſo may Angelo, = 
In all his dreſſings, caraQs, titles, forms, 
Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal Prince, 
If he be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 
Had I more name for badneſs. 
Duke. By mine honeſty, _ 
If ſhe be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe ; 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e'er I heard in madneſs, 
Jſab. Gracious Duke, 
_ Harp not on That; nor do not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality; but let your reaſon ſerve 
To make the truth appear, where it ſeems hid; 
Not hide the falſe, ſeems true. 
Duke. Many, that are not mad, 
Have, ſure, more lack of reaſon. g 3 
What. would you ſay? 
1/ab. J am the ſiſter of one Claudis, 
Condemn'd upon the act of fornication 
To loſe his head; condemn'd by Angels: 
I, in probation of a ſiſterhood, 
Was ſent to by my brother; one Lucio, 
As then the meſſenger, 
Lucio. That's I, an't like your Grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her 
To try her gracions fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. | | | 55 
Jab. That's he, indeed. 5 SEE Ye 
Duke. You were not bid to ſpeak. I. Lucio, 


| Lucio, No, my good lord, nor wiſh'd to hold my 
peace. 


"Ra 
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Duke. I wiſh you now then 
Pray you, take note of it, and when you have 
A buſineſs for yaur ſelf, pray heav' n, then | 
Be perfect. \ 
Lucio. I warrant your Mond | 
Duke. The warrant's for your ſelf ; take heed to't. 
ab. This gentleman told ſomewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Right 
Due. It may be right, but you are in the wrong 
To ſpeak before your time. Froceed. 
Lab. I went | | 
To this pernicious caitiff Dy 
Duke. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Jab. Pardon it: 
The phraſe is to the matter. 
Duke. Mended again: the matter; — proceed: 
Dab. In brief; (to ſet the needleſs Proceſs by, 
How I perſuaded, how I pray'd and kneel'd, 
How he repell'd me, and how I reply'd ; 
For this was of much length) the vile concluſion 
I now begin with grief and ſhame to utter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chaſte body 
To his concupiſcent intemp'rate luſt, 
Releaſe my brother ; and after much debatement,, 
My ſiſterly Remorſe confutes mine Honour, 
And I did yield to him : But the next morn betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfeiting, he lends a Warrant 
For my poor brother's” head. | 
Duke. This is moſt likely! 
1/ab. Oh, that it were as like as it is true! 
Date. By heav'n, fond wretch, thou 8 not 
what thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Or elſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hateful practice, Firſt, his integrity 
Stands without blemiffi; next, it imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemence he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf : if he had ſo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath ſet you on; 
R 5 Confeſs 
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Confeſs the truth, and ſay, by whoſe advice 

Thou cam'ſt here to complain. 

Jab. And is this all? | 
Then, oh, you bleſſed miniſters above F 
Keep me in patience ; and with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt u 
In countenance : Heav'n ſhield your Gras from woe, 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go. 

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone. An Officer; 
To priſon with her. Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall 
On him ſo near us? this needs muſt be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 

Tſab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 
Due. A ghoſtly father, belike: 
Who knows that Lodowwick ? | . 

Lucio. My lord, I know him; tis a 2 Friar 

I do not like the man ; had he been Lay, my Ford, 
For certain words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement, I had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 

Duke. Words againſt me? this is a good Friar, belike ; $0 
And to ſet on this wretched woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute! let this Friar be found. 

| Lucio. But yeſternight, my lord, ſhe and that Friar, 
I ſaw them at the priſon ; a ſaucy Friar, 
A very ſcurvy fellow. | 
Peter. Bleſſed be your royal Grace! 
I have ftood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal Ear abus d. Firſt, hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute ; ; 
Who is as free from touch or ſoil with her, 
_As ſhe from one ungot. 
Duke. We did believe no lefs. 
Know you that Friar Lodowwick, which ſhe ſpeaks of ; 
Peter. I know him for a man divine and yy 
Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary medler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my Truſt, a man that never 
Did, as he vouches, miſreport * . 
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Lacio. My lord, moſt villainouſly; believe it. 

Peter. Well; he in time may come to clear himſelf ; 
But at this inſtant he is ſick, my lord, 
Of a ſtrange fever. On his meer requeſt, 
(Being come to knowledge that there was Complaint 
Intended 'gainſt lord Angel, came | hither 
To ſpeak as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and falſe; and what he with his oath 
By all Probation will make up full clear, 
Whenever he's conven'd. Fi ir, for this woman; 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 3 
80 valgarly and perſonally accus'd, 
Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her eyes, 
Till ſhe herſelf confeſs it. 

Duke. Good Friar, let's hear 1 it. 
Do you not ſmile at this, lord Angelo ? 
O heav'n the vanity of wretched fools ! === N 
Give us ſome ſeats; come, Couſin Angelo, (20) 
In this T will be partial: be you Judge 
Of your own | Cauſe. Is this the witneſs, Friar? 

| ern is carried of, guarded 


| (20) —— 3 come, couſin Angelo, 
In this PI be impartial: be you judge 
Of your own Cauſe, ] Surely, this Duke had odd Nom 


tions of Impartiality; to profeſs it, and then commit the De- 
cifion of a Cauſe to the Perſon accus'd of being the Criminal. 
He talks much more rationally on this Affair, when he * 
in the Character of the Friar. 


4 | The Duke's unjuft, 
Thus to retort your manife ef Appeal; 3 
And put your Trial in the Villain's "nents, 


Which bere you come t accuſe, —————— 


1 chink, there needs no ſtronger Authority to convince, that 
the Poet muft have wrote as 1 have correted, 
in this 1 will be amt | 


Emer 
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Enter Mariana weil d. 


Firſt let her hew her face; and, after, ſpeak. 
Mari. Pardon, my lord, I will not — my face, 
Until my husband bid me. 
Duke. What, are you marry dt 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. Are you amaid ? 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. A widow then ? 
Mari. Neither, my lord. 


Duke. Why, are you nothing, then ? neither maid, 
widow, nor wife ? 


Lacio. My lord, ſhe may be a punk ; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wiſe. 

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would, he had vu 
cauſe to. prattle for himſelf. 

Lucio. Well, my lerd. 

Mari. My lord, I do confeſs, I ne'er was marry'd ; 
And, I confeſs, beſides, I am no maid ; 


I've known my husband ; yet my husband knows not, 
That ever he knew me. 


Lucia. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can be no 
better. 


Due. For the benefit of ſilence, would thou wert 
ſo too. 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Dake. This is no pare? for lord Angelo... 
Mari. Now I come to't, my lord. 
She, that accuſes him of fornication, 
In ſelf-ſame manner doth accuſe my husband; 
And charges him, my lord, with ſuch a time, 
When TI ll depoſe I had him in mine arms, 
With all th' effect of love. 
Ang. Charges ſhe more than me? © 
Mari. Not that I know. 
Duke. No? you ſay, your huſband. [To Mariana. y 
Mari. Why, juſt, my lord; and that is Angelo; 
Who thinks, he knows, that he ne er knew wy) youy ; 
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But knows, he thinks, that he knows Iſabe Is. 


Ang. This is a ſtrange abuſe; let's ſee thy face, 
Mari. My hufband bids me; now I wilt unmaſk. 


[Ureeiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 

Which, once thou ſwor'ſt, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract, 

Was faſt belock'd in thine : this is the body, 

That took away the match from 1/abe/ ; 


And did ſupply thee at thy ctr 
In her imagin'd perſon. 


Dake. Know you this woman ? 

Lucio. Carnally, ſhe ſays. 

Dake. Sirrah, no more. 
Lucio. Enough, my lord. 


Ang. My lord, I muſt confeſs, I know this woman; 
And five years fince there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt myſelf and her ; which was broke off, 

Partly, for that her promiſed proportions 

Came ſhort of compoſition ;- but, in chief, 

For that her Reputation was diſ-valu'd 

In levity ; ſince which time of five years 

I never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor Band from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble Prince, 

As there comes light from heav't u. and words from 
breath, 
As there is ſenſe in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am affianc'd this man's wife, as ſtrongly 
As words could make up vows : and, my good lord, 
But Tueſday night laſt gone, in's garden- houſe, 
He knew me as a wife; as this is true, 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees; 
Or elſe for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument!” 
Ang. I did hut ſmile till now. 
Now, good my lord, give me the ſcope of juttice; 4 
My patience — is toach'd ; I do perceive, 
Theſe poor informal women are no more 


But 
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But inſtruments of ſome more mightier member, 
That ſets them on. Let me have way, = rag 
To find this practice aut. 
Duke. Ay, with my heart; 
And paniſh them unto your height of 4 
Thou fooliſh Friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
COPE with her that's gone; think'ft thou, thy 
..___ oaths, 
Tho' they would ſwear down aſk particular Saint, 
Were teſtimonies gainſt his worth and credit, 
That's ſeal'd in approbation ; You, lord Efealus, | 
Sit with my couſin ; lend him your kind pains | 
To find out this abuſe, whence tis deriv'd. 
There is another Friar, that ſet them on; 
Let him be ſent for. 
Peter. Would he were here, my lord; for he, indeed, 
Hath ſet the women on to this complaint: 
Vour Prowoſt knows the place, where he abides: > 
And he may fetch him. 
| Duke. Go, do it inſtantly, 
And you, my noble and well-warranted couſin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth; 
Do with your injuries, as ſeems you beſt, 
In any chaſtiſement: I for a while 
Will leave you; but ſtir not you, *till you have well 
Determined upon theſe ſlanderers. [Exit. 
Eſcal. My lord, we'll do it throughly. Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay, you knew that ove Revert to be 
a diſhoneſt perſon ? 

Tuco. Cucullus non facit e honeſt in nothing, 
but in his cloaths ; and one that hath ſpoke moſt villa» 
nous ſpeeches of the Duke. 

Eſcal. We ſhall entreat you to abide here till he come, 
and inforce them againſt him; we ſhall find this ver a 
notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Eſcal. Call that ſame Tibet ow once again: . would 
ſpeak with her: pray you, my lord, give me leave to 
queſtion ; you ſhall fee * TIl handle her. 


| 3 
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Lacks, Not better than ws; by her own report. 
Eſcal. Say you? 
' Lucio. Marry, Sir, 1 think, ir you handled ber 
vately, ſhe ſhould ſooner confeſs ; perchance, publick] 
ſhe'll be aſnam d. 7 


Enter Duke in the Pilar? s babit, and Provoſt; Iſabella 
I brought in. 


Eſcal. I will go darkly to work with her, 
on. That's "ha Way 3 for women. are light at wit 
night. 
ee come on, miſtreſs: here SA gentlewoman de- 
nies all that you have ſaid, 
Lucio. My lord, here comes the raſcal J ſpoke of, 
here with the Prowoſt. 
Eſcal. In very good time; "uw not ruſs him, 'till 
we call upon you. 
Lucio. Mum- 


Eſcal. Come, Sir, did you ſet theſe women on to 
flander lord Angelo? they pal confeſs d you did. 
Duke. "Tis falſe. 

Eſcal. How? know you where you are? 
| Duke. Reſpect to your great Place; and let the devil 
Be ſometime honour'd for his burning throne. 
Where is the Duke ? tis he ſhould hear me ſpeak. 

Eſcal. The Duke's in us; and we will wg you ſpeak: 
Look, you ſpeak juſtly. 

Duke. Boldly, at leaſt. But oh, poor ſouls, 
Come you to ſeek the lamb here of the fox? 
Good night to your redreſs : is the Duke gone ? 
Then is your cauſe gone too. The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeal ; 
And put your tryal in the villain's mouth, 
Which here you come to accuſe. 

Lucio. This is the raſcal ; this is be, I ſpoke of. 

E/cal. Why, thou unrev'rend and unhallow'd Friar, 

ls t not enough thou haſt ſaborn'd theſe women 
_ Teaccuſe this worthy man, but with foul mouth, 
And in the witneſs of his * ear, 


'To | 


4 
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To call him villain; and then glance from him 
To th' duke himſelf, to tax him with injuſtice? 
Take him hence; to tl rack with him: we'll touze you 


| Join t by joint, but we will know his Os Sow] =? 
h 


at? unjuſt? 
Dake. Be not ſo hot; the duke dare no more rk 


This finger of mine, than he dare rack his own: 


His ſubje& am I not, 
Nor here - provincial ; my buſineſs in this ſtate 


Made me a looker on here in Vienna; | 
Where I have ſeen corruption boil and bubble, 
Tall it o'er- run the ſtew: laws, for all faults; 


But faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong ſtatutes: 


Stand like the forfeits in a barber 8 ſhop, 
As much in mock as mark. 


Eſcal. Slander to th' ſtate! away with him to priſon. 


Ang. What can you vouch againſt him, hgnior Lucio? 
Ts this the man, that you did tell us of ? 


Lucio. Tis he, my lord. "Coons hither, goodman 
bald. pate: 
Do you know me ? 


Duke. I remember you, Sie by the fond of your 
- voice: I met you at the priſon in the abſence of the 


duke. 

Lucio. Oh, did you ſo? and * you remember what 
you ſaid of the duke? 
Dake. Moſt notedly, Sir. | 

Lucio. Do you ſo, Sir-? and was the duke a fleſh- 


monger, a fool, and A coward, as you then reported him 


to be:? 
Due. You muſt, Sir, change perſons with me, ere 


you make that my. report: you ſpoke ſo of him, and 


much more, much worſe. 


| Lucie. Oh thou damnable fellow! did not I pluck | 
thee by 17 noſe, for thy ſpeeches? | 


Duke. I proteſt, I love the duke as I love my ſelf. 
Ang. Hark! how the villain would cloſe now, after 


bis weaſcnable abuſes, | 
| Bſeal. 
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Eſcal. Such a fellow is not to be talk d withal; away 
with him to priſon: where is the Proveſt? away with 
him to priſon; lay bolts enough upon him; let him ſpeak 


no more; away with thoſe giglets wo and with the _ 


confederate companion. : 
Duke. Stay, Sir, ſtay a-while, 
Ang. What! reſiſts he? help him, Lucio. | 
Lucio. Come, Sir ; come, Sir ; come, Sir ; foh, Sir, 


| Why, you bald- pated lying raſcal ; you muſt be hooded), 


muſt you? ſhow your knave's viſage, with a pox to you; 
ſhow your ſheep-biting face, and be hang' d an hour: 
will't not off ? 
[ Pulls off the Friar's hood, and d covers the Duke. 
Duke, Thou art the firſt knave, that e'er mad'ſt a duke. 


Firſt, Prowvoſt, let me bail theſe gentle three. 
| Sneak not away, Sir; for the Friar and you 


Muſt have a word anon: lay hold on him. 
Lucio. This may prove worſe than hang! 
Duke. What you fave poke, I 3 ſit you down: 
[Do Eſcalus. 


Well borrow place of 3 sir, by your leave: 


Haſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 


That yet can do thee office? if thou haſt, 


Rely upon it *till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 


Ang. O my dread lord, 
I ſhould be guiltier than my uiltineſs, 
To think I can be undiſcernable; | 
When I perceive your Grace, like pow'r divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paſles : then, good prince, 
No longer feſſion hold upon my ſhame ; 


But let my tryal be mine 4's confeſſion : 


Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent end 
Is all the grace I beg. 


Duke. Come hither, Mariana : 

Say; waſt thou e'er contracted to this woman! ? 
Ang. 1 was, my lord. . 
Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly. / 2 


Do you the office, Friar ; ; which conſummate, _ - 


Return 


— —— — . 
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Return him here again: go with him, Pnowofe. 
{Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft. 
Efſeal. My lord, I am more 3 ag diſhonour, 
Than at the ſtrangeneſs A 
Duke. Come hither, Label . 
Your Friar is now your prince: as I was chen 
Advertiſing, and holy to your buſineſs, 
Not changing heart with habit, I am * 
Attornied at your ſervice. 
Tab. Oh, give me pardon, 
That I, your vaſſal, have employ d and n 
Your unknown ſoverei gnty. 
Dude. You are pardou'd, Jabel: 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel, why I obſcur'd myſelf, 
Labouring to ſave his life; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden cn? oor hy 
Than let him be fo loſt : Oh, —＋ | 
It was the fwift celerity of his death, 
Which, I did think, with flower foot came on, 
That brain'd my purpoſe: but, peace be with bim! 
That life is 14 life, paſt — death, 
Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort; 75 
So, happy is your brother, 


Enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and e 


Jab. I do, my lord. | 
Duke. For this new-marry'd man, approacking 8 
Whoſe ſalt imagination. yet hath wrong d | 
Your well-defended honour, you muſt p 
For Mariana's fake : but as he adjudg d your a 
Being criminal, in double violation | 
Of ſacred chaſtity, and of promiſe-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brother 8 life, 
The very mercy of the law cries out | 
Moſt audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angels for Claudio; death for death. 
Haſte? ſtill pays haſte, and leiſure anfwers leiſure; 1 


Like 
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Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meaſure. 
Then, Angelo, thy faults are manifeſted'; © | 
Which tho thou. Soul f deny, de nies thee vantage. 
We do condemn: thee: to the very block, 
Where Claudio ftoop'd to n and wich like haſte; ; 
Away with him. | 
Mari. Oh, my moſt gracious lord, 
I hope, you will not mock me with a husband? 
Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a husband. 
Conſenting to the ſafeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit ; elſe imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good to come: for his poſſeſſions, 
Altho' by confiſcation they are ours, 
We do enſtate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mari. Oh, my dear lord, 
I crave no other, nor no better man, 
Duke. Never crave him; we are definitive. 
Mari. Gentle, my liege 
Duke. You do but lofe your . : 
Away with him to death. Now, Sir, to you, 
Mari. Oh, my good lord ! Sweet 1/abel, take my part; 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I'll lend you all my life, to do you ſervice. 
Duke. Againſt all ſenſe you do importune her; 
Should ſhe kneel down, in merey of this fact, 
Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would N 
And take her hence in horror, £ 
Mari. Jſabel, 
Sweet Jabel, do yet dut kneel by „ 
Hold up your hands, ſay nothing ; I'll ſpeak: all. 
They ſay, beſt men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the moſt, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: ſo may my husband. 
Oh, Z/abe/! will you not lend a knee? 
Duke, He dies for Claudio's death. 
Jab. Moſt bounteous Sir, er 5 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this man | condemn” 3 


or 
_ 
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As if my brother liv'd: I partly think, 

A due fincerity govern'd his deeds, _ 

Till he did look on me; fince it is ſo, 

Let him not die. My brother had but juſtice, 

In that he did the thing for which he dy'd ; | 
For Angelo, his act did not o'ertake his bad intent ; 
And muſt be bury'd but as an intent, 


That periſh'd by the way: thoughts are no ſubjegs: $ 


Intents, but meerly thoughts, 


Mari, On my lord. | 
Duke. Your ſuit's unprofitable ; fonts up, 1 fay : Ek 
J have bethought me of another fault. 2 5 


_ Prove, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unuſual hour? 


Prov. It was commanded ſo, 
Duke. Had you a ſpecial warrant for the deed . 
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private meſſage. 


Duke. For which I do diſcharge you of your office: 4 
Give up your keys. ; 


Prov. Pardon me, noble lord. 


T thought, it was a fault, but knew it not; 


Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For teſtimony whereof, one in the priſon, 
That ſhould by private order elle have dy'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. 
Dute. What's he? 
Prov. His name is Barnardine. 
Duale. I would, thou had'ſ done fo by Claudio: 
Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. 
E/cal. Tm ſorry, one ſo learned and ſo wiſe 
As you, lord Angelo, have ſtill appear'd, 
Should flip ſo groſsly both in heat of blood, 
* e of temper d judgment afterward. 
I'm ſorry, that ſuch ſorrow I procure ; 


Aud o deep ſticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy: 
Tis my deſerving, and I do intreat it. 


Enter Provoſt, Barnardine, Claudio, and Juliera, | 
Duke. Which is that Barnardine? „ 
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Prov. This, my lord. 
Duke. There was a Friar told me of this man: 
Sirrah, thou'rt ſaid to have a ſtubborn ſoul, 
That apprehends no further than this world; | 
And ſquar'ſt thy life accordingly : thou'rt condemn'd; 
But for thoſe earthly faults, I quit them all: 
I pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come: Friar, adviſe him; 
I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow's that ? 
Prov. This is another priſoner, that I ſav'd, | 
Who ſhould have dy'd when Claudio loſt his head; 
As like almoſt to Claudio, as himſelf. 
Duke. If he be like your brother, for his ſake i Iſab. 
Is he pardon'd; and for your lovely ſake, 
Give me your kand, and ſay, you will be mine, 
He is my brother too; but fitter time for that. 
By this, lord Angelo perceives he's ſafe; 
Methinks, I ſee a quickning in his eye. 
Well, Angelo, yohrevil quits you well; 
Look, that you love your wife; her worth, worth yours. 
I find an apt remiſſion in myſelf, 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 


| 5 ſirrah, that knew me for a oor, a coward, 


| [To Lucio. 
One of all luxury, an afs a mad-man ; ; 


Wherein have I deſerved ſo of you, 
That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio. Faith, my lord, I ſpoke it but according to 
the trick ; if you will hang me for it, you may : but I 
had rather it would pleaſe you, I might be whipt. 
Due. Whipt firſt, Sir, and hang'd after. 

Proclaim it, Provoſt, round about the city; 

If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 

(As I have heard him ſwear himſelf, there's one 

Whom he begot with child) let her appear, 

And he ſhall marry her; the nuptial finiſh'd, 

Let him be whipt and himg'd. ED 

LC.ucio. I beſeech your hi hneſs, do not marry me to 
a whore: your highneſs ſaid even now, I made a a 
uke ; 


382 Mrasuns for MrASURE. 
duke; good my lord, do not recompence me, in making 
me a cuck 
Duke. Upon mine dend, thou ſhalt marry her: 
Thy flanders I forgive, and there withal 
Remitthy other forfeits; take him to priſon z 
And ſee our pleaſure: herein executed. 
Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is prefingto death 
whipping and hanging. 
Duale. Sland'ring a prince deſerves it. wy 
She, Claudio, — you 9 ** * reſtore. 
Joy to you, Mariana : love 
T have confeſs'd her, and I know — . 
Thanks, good friend Eſcalus, for thy. much goodneſs: . 
There's more behind, that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, Proveft, for thy care and ſecreſie; 
We ſhall imploy thee in a worthier place: 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Rapezine for Clauao s; | 
Thb' offence pardons itſelf. Dear Jabel, 2 JT 
I have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a — our ear — 
What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine: 
So bring us to our palace, where we'll ſhow 327 
What's yet behind, that's meet You all ſhould know. 
Lame; 


The End of the Firſt Volume. 
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